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Scene  Cyprus. 


( I )  

O  T  H  E  L  L  O, 

T  HE 

M  O  O  R  Of  t  E  N I  C  E. 


Enter  Jago  and  Roderigo. 

Rod.  T      "^Ufli;  Never  tell  me,  I  take  it  much  unkindly, 
■       That  thou  who  haft  had  my  Purfe, 
I       As  if  the  ftrings  were  thine,  fliould'ft  know  of  this. 
JIL        7-^^.  But  you'l  not  hear  me. 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  matter,  abhor  me. 

Rod,  Thou  toldft  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 

'Jag.  Defpife  me  if  I  do  not :  three  great  ones  of  the  City 
In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  Lieutenant, 
Oft  capt  to  him,  and  by  the  faith  of  man, 
I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worfe  a  place. 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purpofes, 
Evades  them,  with  a  bumbaft  circumftance. 
Horribly  ftuft  with  Epithetes  of  war: 
Non-fuits  my  Mediators  :  for  Certes^  (fays  he) 
I  have  already  chofe  my  Officer  3  and  what  was  he? 
Forfooth,  a  great  Arithmetician, 
One  Michael  Cajjio^  2i  Florentine, 
A  fellow  almoft  damnM  in  a  fair  wife. 
That  never  fet  a  fquadron  in  the  field. 
Nor  the  divifion  of  a  battel  knows 
More  than  a  Spinfter,  unlefs  the  bookilh  Theorique, 
Wherein  the  tongucd  Confuls  can  propofe 
As  mafterly  as  he  :  meer  prattle  without  praftice. 
Is  all  his  Souldier-fliip :  but  he.  Sir,  had  the  eleftioni 
And  I,  of  whom  his  eyes  had  feen  the  ^c>of. 
At  Rhodes^  at  Cyirus^  and  on  other  grounds, 
Chriftn'd  and  Heathen,  muft  be  be-leed  and  calm'd. 
By  Debitor  and  Creditor,  this  Counter-Cafter ; 
He  (in  good  time )  muft  his  Lieutenant  be. 
And  L  Sir  (blefs  the  raark^  his  Moorlhips  Ancient. 


Rod.  By  heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman. 
Jag.  But  there's  no  rem^edy, 

'Tis  the  curfe  of  fervice, 

Fi  clei  ment  goes  by  letter  and  afFeftion, 

Not  hy  the  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 

Stood  air  to  the  f^rft  : 

Now,  Sir,  be  jjdg€  your  fclf, 

Whether  I,  in  any  ]uil  term  am  affin'd  " 

To  love  the  Moor  ?  9 
Rod,  I  wc^ld  not  follow  him  then. 
Jig,  O  Sir,  content  ydti, 
Ifoiiow  him  to  ferve  my  turn  upon  him. 

We  cannot  all  be  Mafters,  nor  all  Mafters 
Cannoc  be  truly  followed,  you  fhall  mark 
Many  a  dutious  knee-crooking  Knave, 
That  (doting  on  his  owm  obfequious  bondage  ) 
Wears  out  his  time  much  like  his  Miller's  Afle, 
For  nought  but  Provender,  and  when  he's  old  calhier'd. 
Whip  me  fuch  honeft  Knaves : 
Otliers  there  are. 

Who  trimM  in  forms  and  vifagesof  duty. 

Keep  yet  their  hearts,  attending  on  themfelves. 

And  throwing  but  fhews  of  fervice  on  their  Lords, 

Do  well  thrive  by  'em. 

And  when  they  have  lin'd  their  coats, 

Do  themfelves  homage, 

Thofe  fellows. have  fome  foul,. 

And  fuch  a  one  do  I  profefs  my  felf,  for^  Sir,, 

It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Roderigo^ 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  Jago : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  my  felf. 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I, 

For  love  and  duty,  but  feeming  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end 

For  when  my  outw^ard  aftion  doth  demonftrate 

The  native  aft,  and  figure  of  my  heart, 

In  complement  extern,  'tis  not  long  after,. 

But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  fteeve. 

For  Daws  to  peck  at, 

F  am  not  what  I  am. 

Rod.  What  a  full  fortune  doe^  the  thick  lips  owe^ 
If  he  can  carry't  thus? 

Jag.  Call  up  her  father,  • 
Rowfe  him,  make  after  him,  poyfon  his  delight, 
Proclaim  him  in  tTie  ftreet,  incenfe  her  Kinfmeni, 
And  tho'  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwtH,      ^  ^ 
^  Prague  him  withflyes :  tho'  thatl^is  joy  b€  joy, 
Yet  throw  fuch  changes  of  vexfation  out, 
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As  it  may  lofe  fome  colour.  ^  ^ 

Rod,  Here  is  her  Father's  houfe,  Tie  call  aloud. 

Jag,  Do,  with  like  timerous  accent,  and  dire  yell. 
As  when  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  fpied  in  populous  Cities. 

Rod,  What  ho,  Brabantio^  Signior  Brahantio^  ho ! 

Jag,  Awake,  what  ho,  Brahant'w^ 
Thieves,  thieves,  thieves : 

Look  to  your  houfe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  Bags, 
Thieves,  thieves. 

Brabantio  at  a  Window. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  furamons  ? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod,  Signior,  is  all  your  Family  within  ? 

Jag,  Are  your  doors  lockt  ? 

Bra.  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

Jag,  Sir  you  are  robb'd,  for  (hame  put  on  your  Gown  v 
Your  heart  is  burft,  you  have  loft  half  your  foul  j 
Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  Ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  Ewe ;  arife,  arife. 
Awake  the  fnorting  Citizens  with  the  bell. 
Or  elfe  the  Devil  will  make  a  Grandfire  of  you ;  arife,  I  fay. 

Bra,  What,  have  you  loft  your  wits  ? 

Rod,  Moft  reverend  Signior,  do  you  know  iiiy  voice  ? 

Bra.  Not  I,  what  are  you  ? 

Rod,  My  name  is  Roderigo, 

Bra.  The  worfe  welcome, 
I  have  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors  \ 
In  honeft  plainnefs,  thou  haft  heard  me  lay 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee,  and  now  in  madnefs, 
Being  full  of  fupper,  and  diftempering  draughts. 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  doft  thou  come 
To  ftart  my  quiet? 

Rod.  Sir,  fir,  fir. 

Bra.  But  thou  muft  needs  be  furc 
My  fpirit  and  my  place  have  in  them  power. 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra,  What,  telfft  thou  me  of  robbing  ?  this  is  Kcnicc: 
My  houfe  is  not  a  Graunge. 

Rod,  Moft  brave  Brabantio, 
In  fimple  and  pure  foul  I  come  to  you. 

•  Jag.  Sir  you  are  one  of  thofe,  that  will  notferveGod,  if  the  Devil  bid 
you.  Becaufc  we  come  to  do  you  fervice,  you  think  we  are.Kiiifians, 
you'i  h.ave  your  daughter  covered  with  a  Barbary  horfe  j  ybu^l  have  your  NTc- 
phews  neigh  to  you  \  you'l  have  Conifers  for  Goulins,  and  Genncts  for  Germans. 
Bra.  What  prophaae  wretch  art  thou  ? 

B  2 
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Jag,  1  am  one.  Sir,  that  come  to  tell  you,  your  Daughter,  and  the  Moori 
are  now  making  the  Beaft  with  two  backs. 
Bra.  Thou  art  a  Villain. 
Jag,  You  are  a  Senator. 

Bra,  This  thou  fhalt  anfwer  ,  I  know  thee,  Roderigo'.- 
Rod.  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing  :  But  I  befeech  you, 
iPt  be  your  pleafure,  and  moft  wife  confent, 
(As  partly  I  find  it  is )  that  your  fair  daughter 
At  this  odd  even,  and  dull  watch  o'th'  night, 
Tranfported  with  no  worfe  nor  better  guard,. 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire^^  a  Gundelier^ 
To  the  grofs  clafps  of  a  lafcivious  Moor : 
If  this  be  known  to  you  and  your  allowance, . 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  fawcy  wrongs^ 
But  if  you  know  not  this^  ray  manners  tell  me. 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke  :  Do  not  believe 
That  from  the  fenfe  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Reverence. 
Your  daughter  fif  you  have  not  given  her  leave, 
Ifay  again  J  hath  made  a  grjofs  revolt, 
Tying  her  duty,,  beauty,  wit  and  fortunes, . 
In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  ftranger. 
Of  here,  and  every  where  .*  Straight  fatisfie  your  felf  ^ 
If  fhe  be  in  her  Chamber,  or  your  houfe. 
Let  loofe  on  me  the  juftice  of  the  State, 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  Ho  r 
Give  me  a  taper,  call  up  all  my  people : 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream, , 
belief  of  it  oppreflcs  me  already, 
Light  I  fay,  light. 

Jag,  Farewel,  for  I  mull  leave  you. 
It  leems  not  meet,  nor  wholfome  to  my  place. 
To  be  produc'd  (as  if  I  ftay  I  fhall,) 
Againft  the  Moor,  for  I  do  know  the  ftate,  , 
f  However  this  may  gaul  him  with  fome  check ) 
Cannot  with  fafety  call  him,  for  he's  imbark'd, 
With  fuch  loud  reafon,  to  the  Cyprus  Wars, 
f  Which  even  now  ftands  in  a£t )  that  for  their  fouls, 
Another  of  his  fathom,  they  have  none 
To  lead  their  bufinefs,  in  which  regard,. 
The'  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell's  pains. 
Yet  for  necefTity  of  prefent  life, 
1  mult  fhew  out  a  flag,  and  fign  of  love. 
Which  is  indeed  but  fign,  that  you  lhall  furely  find  him 
Lead  to  the  Sagitary  the  raifed  fearch. 

And  there  willl  be  with  him.   Sa  fere  welL  ZExft. 

Enter 
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Enter  Brabantio  in  his  Night-govonj  and  Servants j  . 
with  Torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil,  gone  Ihe  is, 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  defpifed  time. 
Is  nought  but  bitter nefs  now  y  Roderigo^ 
Where  didft  thou  fee  her  ?  O  unhappy  girl/ 
With  the  Moor  lay  ft  thou  ?  who  would  be  a  father? 
How  didft  thou  know  'twas  (he  ?  f  O  flie  deceives  me 
Paft  thought, J  what  faid  flie  to  you?  get  more  tapers, 
Raife  all  my  kindred,  are  they  married  think  you  ? 

Rod,  Truly  I  think  they  are. 

Bra.  O  heaven,  how  got  (het)ut?  O  treafon  of  the  blood  j 
Fathers  from  hence,  truft  not  your  daughters  minds. 
By  what  you  fee  them  ad :  is  there  not  charms. 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  manhood 
May  be  abus'd  ?  have  you  not  read,  Roderigo^ 
Gf  fome  fuch  thing  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  Sir,  I  have  indeed/ 

Bra.  Call  up  my  Brother.    O  would  you  had  had  her. 
Some  one  way,  fome  another*,  do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor? 

Rod.  I  think  I  can  difcover  him,  if  you  pleafe 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on,  at  every  houfe  Tie  call, 
I  may  command  at  moft :  get  weapons  ho, . 

And  raife  fome  fpecial  Officers  of  might :  % 

On,  good  Roderigo^  Tie  deferve  your  pains.  ^^Exeunt, 

Enter  Othello,  JagOj  and  Attendants  with  Torches, 
'jag,  Tho'  in  the  trade  of  war,  I  have  flain  men, 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  ftufFo'th'  confcience, 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murther  ^  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  fervice :  nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have  jerked  him  here 
Under  the  ribs. 
•  Oth.  'Tis  better  as  it  is. 

Jag.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 
And  fpoke  fuch  fcurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Againft  your  honour,  that  with  the  little  godlinefs  I  have, 
1  did  full  hard  forbear  him  :  but  I  pray.  Sir, 
Are  you  faft  married  ?  For  be  fure  of  this, 
That  the  Magnifico  is  much  beloved. 
And  hath  in  his  efFeft,  a  voice  potential, 
As  double  as  the  Dukes,  he  will  divorce  you, 

0t 
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Or  put  upon  you  what  reftraint,  and  grievance. 
The  law  (  vith  all  his  might,  to  inforce  it  on,) 
W  .'il  give  him  Cable. 

Otk  Let  him  do  his  fpite, 
My  fervices  which  I  have  done  the  Signiory, 
Sh  all  out-tongue  his  complaints,  'tis  yet  to  know. 
Which  when  I  know  that  boalling  is  an  honour, 
I  fhall  promulgate,  I  fetch  my  life  and  beiag 
From  men  of  royal  height,  and  my  demerrits 
May  fpeak  unbonneted  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd  ;  for  know,  Jago^ 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Defdemona^ 
I  would  not  my  unhoufed  free  condition, 
Put  into  circumfcription  and  confine 

For  the  feas  worth,  ZEnter  Caffio  mth  lights^  Ojj^cers^  and  Torches. 

But  look  what  lights  come  yonder  ? 

Jag.  Thefe  are  the  raifed  Father  and  his  Friends, 
You  were  beft  go  in. 

Otk  Not  I,  I  muft  be  found, 
My  parts,  my  Title,  and  my  perfed  foul, 
Shall  manifeft  my  right  by  :  is  it  they  ? 

Jag.  Janus  I  think  no. 

0th,  The  Servants  of  the  Duke,  and  \xfj  Lieutenant  ? 
The  goodnefs  of  the  Night  upon  you  (friends,) 
What  is  the  News  ? 

Caf.  The  Duke  does  greet  you  (General) 
And  he  requires  your  haftc,  poft-halle  appearance, 
Even  cm  the  inftant. 

0th,  What's  the  matter,  think  you  ? 

Caf,  Something  from  Cyprus^  as  I  may  divine. 
It  is  a  bufinefs  of  fome  heat,  the  Galleys 
Have  fent  a  dozen  fequent  MelTengers 
This  very  Night  one  at  anothers  heels  : 
And  many  of  the  Confuls  raisM  and  met. 
Are  at  the  Dukes  already  ^  you  have  been  hotly  call'd  for, 
V/hen  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found. 
The  Senate  fent  above  three  feveral  qudls 
To  fearch  you  out. 

0th.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you, 
I  will  but  f[3end  a  w^ord  here  in  the  hoafe,.  and  go  with  you. 

Caf,  Antient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 
•  Ja.  Faith,  he  to  night  hath  boarded  a  land  Carnal, 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize, '  he's  made  for  ever. 

Caf,  1  do  not  underftand. 

Ja.  He's  Married. 

Caf  To  whom? 

Enter 
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and  fVeajfons, 

Ja.  Marry  to  Come  Captain,  will  you  go  ? 

Oth,  Ha,  with  you. 

Caf.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  fcek  for  you, 

Ja.  It  is  Brabantio,  General  be  advis'd, 
He  comes  to  bad  iiuent. 

Oth,  Holla,  ftand  there. 

Rod,  Seignior  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra,  Down  with  him,  thief. 

Jag,  You  Roderigo^  come  Sir,  I  am  for  you. 

Oth.  Keep  up  your  bright  fwords,  for  the  dew  will  rufl  -em, 
Good  Seignior  you  fhall  more  command  with  years 
Than  with  ycur  Weapons. 

jBra,  O  thou  foul  thief,  where  haft  thou  ftowed  my  daughtc  r? 
Damn'das  thou  art,  thou  haft  inchanted  her. 
For  rie  refer  me  to  all  things  of  fenfe, 
(If  (he  in  chains  of  raagick  were  not  bound) 
Whether  a  maid  fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy^ 
So  oppofite  to  marriage,  that  fhe  fhun'd 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  Nation, 
Would  ever  have  ( to  incur  a  general  mock} 
Run  from  her  gatdage  to  the  footy  Bofomc 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou  ?  to  fear,  not  to  delight  : 
Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  grofs  in  fenfe, 
That  thou  haft  praftis'd  on  her  with  foul  charms, 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  the  drugs  or  Minerals^ 
That  weakens  motion :  I'le  have't  difputed  on  j 
'Tis  portable  and  palpable  to  thinking; 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee. 
For  an  abufcr  of  the  world,  a  pradifer 
Of  Arts  inhibited,  and- out  of  warrant. 
Lay  hold  gn  him,  if  he  do  refift, 
Subdue  him  at  his  Peril. 

Oth.  Hold  your  hands, 
Both  you  of  my  inclining  and  the  reft : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  ftiould  have  known  it, 
Without  a  prompter,  where  will  you  that  I  go. 
To  anfwer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra.  To  prifon,  till  fit  time 
Of  Law,  and  courfe  of  diredt  Scflion 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

Otb.  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 
How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisfied, 
Whofc  Mcllengcrs  are  here  about  my  fide. 

Upon 
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Upon  fome  prefent  bufmefs  of  the  State, 
To  bear  me  to  him. 

Officer.  Tis  trne,  mofb  worthy  Seignior, 
The  Duke's  in  Council,  and  your  noble  felf 
I  am  fure  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How?  the  Duke  in  Council? 
In  this  time  of  night  ?  bring  him  away; 
Mine's  not  an  idle  caufe:  the  Duke  himfelf, 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State, 
-Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as 'twere  their  own. 
For  if  fuch  Adions  may  have  paiTage  free, 

Bondaaves,  and  Pagans,  fliall  our  Statefmcn  be,  lExemt . 

r£nter  JDuke  and  Senators^  fet  at  a  Tahky  voith  Ughts^ 
and  Attendants. 

Dwl^,  There  is  no  compofition  in  thefe  news. 

That  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sena.  Indeed  they  are  difproportioned. 
My  letters  fay,  a  hundred  and  feven  Gallies. 

Du.  And  mine  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Sen.  And  mine  two  hundred  : 

^But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juft  account, 
VAs  in  thefe  cafes,  where  they  aim  reports, 
'Tis  oft  with  difference,)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  TuYhJJi  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Du.  Nay,  it  is  poflible  enough  to  judgment : 
I  do  not  fo  fecure  me  to  the  error. 
But  the  main  Article  I  do  approve 

In  fearful  fenfe.  l^^^'^  ^  Mcfen^er. 

One  within.  What  ho,  what  ho,  what  ho? 
Officer.  A  mefienger  from  the  Galleys. 
Du.  Now,  thebufinefs? 

Sailor.  The  Turki/h  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes^ 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  State,  by  Seignior  Angele. 

Du.  How  fay  you  by  this  change? 

Sena.  This  cannot  be  by  no  aflay  of  reafon*  • 

'Tis  a  Pageant, 

To  keep  us  in  falfe  gaze :  when  we  confider 
The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk : 
And  let  our  felves  again  but  underftand. 
That  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes^ 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  queftion  bear  it, 
For  that  it  ftands  not  in  fuch  warlike  brace, 
Who  altogether  lacks  th'abilities  ,     r  t.. 

That  Rhodes  is  dreft  in :  if  we  make  thought  ot  this^ 
W,e  muft  not  think  the  Turk  is  fo  unskilful, 
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To  leave  that  latefl  which  concers  him  firft  - 

Negleding  an  attempt  of  eafe  and  gain  ' 

To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitlefs.  ' 
X)«.  Nay,  in  ail  confidence  he's  not  for  Rhodes 
Oj^w.  Here  IS  more  news.  '     rr^^^  ^  j  a- 

Mef.  The  Ottowttes^  reverend  and  gracious         ^  '  ^^effrngcr.- 

Steering  with  due  courfe,  toward  the  Ifle  of  Rhodes  ^  ' 

,  Have  there  enjoyned  them  with  an  after  fleet  * 

"f/r^/'     I  thought,  how  many,  asyouguefs? 

Mef.  Of  30  fail,  and  now  they  do  reftern 
Their  backward  courfe,  bearing  with  frank  appearance  ' 
Their  purpofes  towards  Cyprus :  Seignior  Aiokno, 
Your  trufty  and  moft  valiant  Servitor 
With  his  free  dufiy  recommends  you  thus 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him.  * 

Bu.  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cypyus^^ 
Marcus  Luccicos  is  not  he  in  town  ? ' 

I  Sena,  He's  now  in  Florence, 
.    Du.  Write  from  us  to  him  poft,  poft-hafte  difpatch: 

r«l.r  Brabantio,  Othello,  Roderigo,  Jago,  Cafllo,' 
Defdemona,       Oj^cw.  ■ 

I  Sena.  Here  comes  Brahantio  and  the  valiant  Moor 

Du,  Valiant  Othello,  we  muft  ftraic  imploy  you 
Againft  the  general  enemy  Ottoman-,       r  j  j  ^ 
I  did  not  fee  you,  welcom  gentle  Seignior, 
We  lackt  your  counfel,  and  your  help  to  night 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours,  good  your  Grace  pardon  mc 
Neither  my  place,  nor  ought  I  heard  of  bufinefs  * 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed,  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  of  me,  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  fo  floodgate  and  oVe-bearing  nature 
That  it  engluts  and  fwallows  other  forrows 
And  it  is  ftill  it  felf.  * 

Du.  Why?  what's  the  matter? 

Bra.  My  daughter,  O  my  daughter. 

All.  Dead?  ^ 

Bra.  I,  to  me : 
She  is  abus'd,  ftole  from  mc  and  corrupted 
By  fpells  and  medicines,  bought  of  Mountebanks, 
For  nature  fo  prepofteroufly  to  err 
(Being  not  deficient,  blind  or  lame  of  fenfe  ) 
Sans  witchcraft  could  not. 

o  '-pi^  ^^'^  foul  procecdin^^ 

Hath  thus  beguil'd^our  daughter  of  her  felf 

And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  Law,  ' 
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You  (hall  yourfelf  read  in  the  bitter  letter, 
Afi-cr  its  own  fence,  yea  tho'  our  proper  fon 
Stood  in  your  adtion. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Grace, 
Here  i-^  the  man,  this  Moor,  whom  now  it  feems 
Your  fpecial  iMandate,-for  the  State  affairs. 
Hath  hither  brought. 

u^U,  We  are  very  forry  for't. 
Du.  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this  ? 
Bra,  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo. 
0th.  Moil  potent,  grave  and  reverend  Seigniors, 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  Mafters  : 
That  I  have  ta'ne  away  this  old  man's  daughter. 
It  is  moll  true:  true,  I  have  married  her. 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending. 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.    Rude  I  am  in  my  fpeech, 
And  little  bleft  with  the  fet  phrafe  of  peace, 
For  fincc  thefearms  of  mine  had  feven  years  pith. 
Till  now  fome  nine  months  walled,  they  have  us'd 
Their  dearell  aftion  in  the  tented  field  j 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  fpeak. 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broyls,  and  battail, 
And  therefore  little  fhall  I  grace  my  caufe, 
In  fpeakifig  for  my  felf  ^  yet  by  your  gracious  patience, 
I  would  a  round  unravifhM  tale  deliver. 
Of  my  whole  courfe  of  love,  what  drugs,  what  charms,, 
What  Conjuration,  what  mighty  magick, 
(For  fuch  proceedings  am  1  charg'd  withal :) 
I  won  his  daughter. 

Bra.  A  Maiden  never  bold. 
Of  fpirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  motion  ^ 
Blulht  at  her  felf  ^  and  fhe  in  fpight  of  Nature, 
Of  Years,  of  Country,  Credit,  every  thing. 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  fhe  fear'd  to  look  on  ? 
It  is  a  judgment  raaim'd,  and  moft  imperfed. 
That  will  confefs,  perfedion  fo  would  err 
Againfc  all  Rules  of  Nature,  and  mull  be  driven 
To  find  out  pradtices  of  cunning  hell. 
Why  this  fhould  be,  I  therefore  vouch  again. 
That  with  fome  mixtures  powerful  o're  the  blood, 
Or  with  fome  dram  con>ur'd  to  this  effed. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Du.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof. 
Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  tell, 
*   Thefe  are  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods^ 
Of  modern  feemings  you  prefer  againft  him. 
J.  S(ina.  But  O/-W/0  fp^ak, 
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Did  you  by  indirea  and  forced  courfes 
Subdue  and  poyfon  this  young  "Maid^s  afFeftions  ? 
Or  came  it  by  requeft,  and  fuch  fair  queftion. 
As  foul  to  foul  afford eth? 

0th,  I  do  befeechyon. 
Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  Father  ^ 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  TruH,  the  Office,  I  do  hold  of  yon, 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  fentencc  .  ' 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

JDu.  Fetch  Defdemona  hither.  "^iExmnt  tm  or  three. 

Oth.  Ancient  conduft  them,  you  befl  know  the  place, 
And  till  fhe  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confefs  the  vice^  of  my  blood. 
So  juftly  to  your  grave  ears  I'le  prefent, 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  Ladies  love. 
And  Ihe  in  mine. 

Du.  Say  it,  Othello. 

Oth.  Her  Father  loved  me  \  oft  invited  me, 
Stilh  quefbion'd  me  the  Sltory  of  my  life, 
From  year  to  year,  the  battels,  feiges,  fortunes 
That  I  have  paJft, 

I  ran  it  through  even  from  my  boyifh  days. 
To  th'  very  moment  that  he  bid  me  tell  it: 
Wherein  I  fpeak  of  moft  difaftrous  chances, 
Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood  and  field  i 
Of  hair-breadth  fcapes  i'th*  imminent  deadly  breach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  fo, 
And  fold  to  flavery ;  of  my  redemption  thence. 
And  portance  in  my  travels  hiftory  ; 
Wherein  of  Antars  vaft,  andDefarts  idle. 
Rough  quarries,  rocks  and  hills,  whofe  heads  touch  heaven. 
It  was  my  hint  to  fpeak,  fuch  was  my  procefs: 
And  of  the  Cannibals,  that  each  other  eat  j 
The  Anthropojhagie,  and  men  whofe  heads 
Ck)  grow  beneath^their  flioulders :  thefe  to  hear. 
Would  DcfdetJiona  ferioufly  incline  j 
But  ftiil  the  houfe  afiairs  would  draw  her  tlience, 
Which  ever  as  Ihe  could  with  haile  difpatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  difcourfe :  which  I  obfcrving, 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour,  arid  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earneft  heart. 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate. 
Whereof  by  parcels  (he  had  fomething  heard, 
^    But  not  iatentively,  I  did  confcnt, 

C  z  And 
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And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 

Wiien  I  did  fpeak  of  fome  diftrefsful.  llroak. 

That. my  youth  fuffered :  my  llory  being  done; 

She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  fighs  > 

She  fwore  I  faith  'twas  llrange,  'twas  pafling  ftrange, 

Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful; 

She  wifht  Ihe  had  not  heard  it,  yet  fhe  wifht 

That  heaven  had  made  h^r  fuch  a  man.-  fhe  thanked  mc. 

And  bad  me  if  I  had  a  friend  that  loved  her, 

I  flaould  but  teach  him  how  to  teil  my  llory, 

And  that  would  woe  her.    Upon  this  heat  I  fpake : 

She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  paft  ; 

And  Mov'd  her  that  Ih^  did  pity  them. 

This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  usM: 

Here  comes  the  Lady, 

Let  her  witnefs  it. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Jago,  and  the  reft. 

^  Du,  I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  Daughter  too ;  

Good  Brabantioy  take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  beft, 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  ufe, 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

^ra.  I  pray  you  hear  her  fpeak. 
If  fhe  confefs  that  fhe  was  half  the  wooer, 
Deftudion  light  on  me,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man.    Gome  hither  gentle  Miftrefs; 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company, 
Where  molt  you  owe  obedience  ? 

JDef.  My  noble  Father. 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty : 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education; 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  refpeft  you,  you  are.  the  Lord  of  duty, 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter.    But  here's  my  husband: 
And  fo  much  duty  as  my  Mother  Ihewed, 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  Father, 
So  much  1  challenge,  that  I  may  profefs. 
Due  to  the.Moor  my  Lord. 

Bra.  God  bu'y,  I  ha'  done : . 
Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  on  the  State  affairs,., 
1  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it; 
Come  hither  Moor: 

I  here  do  give  thee  that,  with  all  my  heart. 
Which  but  thou  haft  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee.-  for  your  fake  (  Jewel) 
I  am  glad  at  foul,  I  have  no  other  child. 
For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  tyranny, 
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To  hang  clogs  on'  em  ^  I  have  done,  ray  Lord. 

jD«.  Let  me  fpeak  like  your  felf,  and  lay  a  fentence  - 
Which  as  a  greefe  or  ftep  may  help  thefe  lovers 
Into  your  favour. 

When  remedies  are  paft,  the  griefs  are  ended. 

By  feeing  the  worft,  which  late  on  hopes  depended, 

To  mourn  a  mifchief  that  is  paft  and  gone, 

Is  the  next  way  to  di-aw  more  mifchief  on  .* 

What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  fortune  takes. 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  rob'd  that  fmiles,  fteals  fomething  from  the  thief. 

He  robs  himfclf  that  fpends  a  bootlefs  grief. 

Bra,  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile,. 
We  lofe  it  not  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile ; 

He  bears  the  fentence  well  that  nothing  bears,  ^ 

But  the  free  comfort,  which  from  thence  he  hears : 

But  he  bears  both  the  fentence  and  the  forrow. 

That  to  pay  grief,  muft  of  poor  patience  borrow. 

Thefe  fentences  to  fugar,  or  to  gall. 

Being  ftrong  on  both  Jides,  are  equivocal  .* 

But  words  are  words,  I  never  yet  did  hear. 

That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ean 

Befeech  you  now,  to  the  affairs  of  the  ftate. 

Du.  The  Turk  with  moft  mighty  preparation  makes  for  Cyprus  Othello^ 
the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  beft  known'  to  you,  and  though  we  have  there 
a  Subftitute  of  moft  allowed  fufficieiicy,  yet  opinion,  a  foveraign  Miftrels  of 
effedts,  throws  a  more  fafe  voice  on  you^  you  muft  therefore  be  content  to 
flubber  the  glofs  of  your  new  fortunes,  with  this  more  ftubborn  and  boifte- 
rous  expedition. 

0th.  The  tyrant  cuftom,  moft  grave  Senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  fteel  Cooch  of  war. 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down :  I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity 
I  find  in  hardnefs,  and  do  undertake 
This  prefent  war  againft  the  Ottomites : 
Moft  humbly  therefore,  bending  to  your  State, 
I  crave  fit  difpofition  for.my  wife,  ^ 
Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition. 
With  fuch  accommodation  and  befort. 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Du.  If  you  pleafe,  be't  at  her  fathers. 

^r^?.  Pie  not  have  it  fo.* 

Oth.  Nor  I. 

Def.  Nor  I,  I  would  not  there  refide. 
To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thought's. 
By  being  in  his  eye:  moft  gracious  DaKc^ 
To  my  unfolding  lend  a  gracious  ear. 

And 
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And  let  nie  find  a  charter  in  your  voyce, 
r'alnft  my  fimplenels— — 

Vii.  \yhaC  would  you,  Defdemonal 

Dcf.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  v/Ith  him. 
My  down-i  ight  violence,  and  ftorm  of  Fortunes, 
May  trumpet  to  the  worlds  my  heart's  fubdued, 
Even  to  the  very  Qiiality  of  my  Lord : 
1  faw  Othello's  vifage  in  his  mind. 
And  to  his  Honours,  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  foul  and  fortunes  confecrate. 
So  that,  dear  Lords,  if  I  be  lefrbehind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war, 
The  rites  for  which  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  fhall  fupport. 
By  his  dear  abfencej  let  me  go  with  him. 

OtL  Your  voices,  Lords:  befeech  you  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me  Heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not 

To  pleafe  the  palate  of  my  appetite. 

Nor  to  comply  with  heat,  the  young  effefts 

In  my  defund  and  proper  fatisfaftion. 

But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind. 

And  heaven  defend  your  good  fouls  that  you  think 

I  will  your  ferious  and  good  bufinefs  fcant, 

For  flie  is  with  me  ^H-^3io,  when  light  wing'd  toyes^ 

And  feather'd  Cu^idioyh  with  wanton  duinefs. 

My  fpecuiative  and  a£tive  inftruments, 

That  my  difports  corrupt  and  taint  my  bufinefs^ 

Let  Hufwifes  make  a  Skellet  of  my  Helm  , 

And  all  indigne  and  bafe  adverfities 

Make  head  againft  my  reputation. 

Dit.  Be  it,  as  you  lhall  privately  determine, 

Either  for  her  Hay  or  going,  the  affair  cryes  haft:€j 

And  fpecd  mull  anfwer,  you  mufi:  hence  to  night. 
Def.  To  night,  my  Lord  ? 
Du.  This  night.         Otk  With  all  my  heart. 
Du,  At  nine  i'th'  morning  here  we'll  meet  agaiiL 

Othello^  leave  fome  Officer  behind. 

And  he  fhall  our  Commiflion  bring  to  you. 

With  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  refpeS, 

As  doth  import  you. 

0th.  Pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient, 

A  man  he  is  of  honefty  and  truft. 

To  his  conveyance  I  aflign  my  Wife,  -  • 

With  what  elfe  needful  your  good  Gratfe  ffiaS'thiflk 

To  bs  fent  after  me.  -..M  ■ 

J^u,  Let  it  be  fo. 

Good 
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Good  night  to  every  one,  and  noble  Seignior, 

If  Vertue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 

Your  Son-in-Law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

I  Senai  Adieu,  brave  Moor,  ufe  Defdemona  well. 

Bra,  Look  to  her  Moor,  if  thou  haft  eyes  to  fee. 
She  has  deceiv'd  her  Father,  and  may  thee. 

0th,  My  life  upon  her  faith.    Honeft  Jcigo^ 
My  Defdemom  muft:  I  leave  to  thee,' 
I  prithee  let  thy  Wife  attend  on  her,  ^ 
And  bring  her  after  in  the  belt  advantage^ 
Come  Defdemona^  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direftion, 
To  fpend  with  thee,  we  muft  obey  the  time. 

Rod,  Jago.  LExH  Moor  and  D'cidmor,i 

Jag,  What  fay'ft  thou,  noble  heart? 

Rod.  What  will  I  do,  think'ft  thou.-^ 
.  ,Jag,  Why  go  to  bed  and  fleep.  •  ' 

Rodi  I  will  incontinently  drown  my  felf. 

Jag.  Well,  if  thou  dorf^  I  lhall  never  love  thee  after  it, 
Why,  thou  filly  Gentleman. 

Rod.  It  is  fillinefs  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment,  and  then  we  have 
a  prefcription,  to  dye  when  death  is  our  Phyfitiao, 

Jag.  O  villainous,  I  ha'  look'd  upon  the  world  for  four  times  feven  years, 
and  fince  I  could  diftinguifli  between  a  benefit,  and  an  injury,  I  never  found 
a  man  that  knew  how  to  love  himfelf :  e're  I  would  fay  I  would  drown  my 
felf  for  the  love  of  a  Ginny  Hen,  I  w^ould  change  my  humanity  with  a 
Baboon. 

Rod,  What  fliould  I  do?  I  confefs  it  is  my  fhame  to  be  fo  fond,  but  it  is 
not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it.  ' 

Jag.  Virtue,  a  fig,  'tis  in  our  felves,  that  we  are  thus,  or  thus,  our  bodies 
are  Gardens,  to  the  which  our  wills  are  Gardiners,  fb  that  if  we  will  plant 
Nettles,  or  fow  Lettice,  fet  Ifop,  and  weed  up  Thime ;  fupply  it  with  one 
gender  of  herbs,  or  diftradt  it  with  many  ^  either  to  have  it  fteril  with  idlc- 
nefs,  or  manur'd  with  induftry,  why  the  power,  and  corrigible  Authority  of 
this,  lies  in  our  wills.  If  the  ballance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  fcale  of  reafoa 
to  poyfe  another  of  fenfuality  ^  the  blood  and  bafenefs  of  our  natures,  would 
conduft  us  to  moft  prepofterous  conclufions.  But  we  have  rcaibn  to  coofour 
raging  motions,  our  carnal  flings,  our  unbitted  hif^s;  whereof  1  take  this 
that  you  call  love  to  be  a  Seft,  or  Syen. 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

Jag.  It  is  meerly  a  luft.of  the  blood,  and  a  permifilon  of  the  will  ^  Come, 
be  a  man;  drown  thy  felf;  drown  Cats,  and'blind  Puppies :  I  profefs  mc  thy 
friend,  and  I  confefs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving,  with  Gables  of  perdurable 
,toughnefs;  I  could  never  better  fteed  thee  than  now.  Put  money  iuthy 
purfe;  follow  thcfe  wars,  defeat  thy  favour  wijh  an  ufurpM  beard  ; 
I  fay,  put  money  in  thy  purfc.    It  cannot  be,  that  Dtfdmwm  fliould 
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long  continue  her  love  unto  the  Moor,  put-  money  in  tby  purfe  « 

nor  he  his  to  her ;  it  was  a  violent  commencement,  and  thou  (halt  fee  an  ari- 
fwerable  fequeftration :  put  money  in  thy  purfe.  —  Thefe  Moors  arc 

changeable  in  their  vviils.  Fill  thy  purfe  with  money.    The  food  that  to 

him  now  is  as  lufliious  as  Locufts,  fhall  be  to  him  fhortly  as  bitter  as  Ccloquin- 
tida*,  She  muflciiange  for  youths  when  fhe  is  Tated  with  his  body,  Iht  will  find 
the  error  of  her  choice  fhe  muil  have  change,  flie  muft.  Therefore  put  mo- 
ney in  thy  purfe :  If  thou*  wilt  needs  damn  thy  felf,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way 
than  drownings  make  all  the  rqpney  thou  canft.  If  Sandirnony,  and  a 
frail  vow,  betwixt  an  ^vvirg  Barbarian^  and  a  fuper-fubtle  Venetian^  be 
not  too  hard  for  my  wits^  and  all'  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  fhalt  enjoy  her  j 
therefore  make  money,-^apox  a  drowning,  'tis  clean  out  of  the  w^ay  j  feek 
thou  rather  to  be  hagnM  in  compalTing  thy  joy,  than  to  be  drowned,  and  go 
without  Iier. 

Rod,  Wilt  thou  be  faft  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the  iflue  ? 

^ag.  Thou  art  fure  of  me-  —go,*  make  money- —  I  ha\';je  told  thee  of- 
ten, and  I  tell  thee  again,  and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor,  my  caufe  is  hearted, 
thine  has  no  lefs  reafon,  let  us  be  conjundtive  in  our  revenge  againfl  him  .*  If 
thou  canft  cuckold  him,  thou  do'ft  thy  felf  a  pleafure,  me  a  fport.  There 
are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  Time,  which  will  be  delivered.  Tra- 
verfe,  go,  provide  thy  money,  we  will  have  more  of  this  to  morrow, 
adieu. 

Rod.  Where  fhall  we  meet  i'th' morning 

Jag,  At  my  lodging. 

Rod,  Fie  be  with  thee  betimes. 

Jag, '  Go  to,  ferewel :  — do  you  hear,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.  What  fay  you  ? 

Jag.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear? 
Rod.  I  am  chang'd,  Pie  go  fell  all  my  land. 

n^AT/f  Roderigo* 

Jag.  Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purfe.* 
For  1  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  fhould.prophane. 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  fuch  a  fnip. 
But  for  my  fport  and  profit  .*  I  hate  the  Moor, 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  (heets 
H'as  done  my  Office^  I  know  not  if  c  be  true*- 
Yet  I,  for  meer  fufpiciori  in  that  kind. 
Will  do,  as  if  for  furety  :  he  holds  me  well. 
The  better  fhail  my  purppfe  work  on  him. 
Cajfio^s  a  proper  man,  let  me  fee  now. 
To  get  this  place,  and  to  plum  up  my  will, 
A  double  kriavery — how,  how,— r-  let  me  fee, 
After  fome  time,  to  abufe  Othello* s  ear, 
Tk  t  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife.- 
Ke  has  a  i  )erfon  and  a  fmooth  difpofe. 
To  be  fufpefted,  fram'd  to  make  woman  falfe.- 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature. 

That 


That  thinks  men  honeft,  that  but  feems  to  be  fo : 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  th'  noife  ^as  AHes  are : 

That  it  is  engengcr'd :  Hell  and  night 

Muft  bring  this  monftrous^birth  to  the  worlds  light. 


Adus^ecundus,  Scoena  prima. 

I*  . 

Enter  Montanio,  Governour  of  Cyprus^  rvith 
tm  other  Gentkmeri. 

Montamo. 

TT^Hat  from  the  Cape  can  you  difcefn  at  Sea?  ^ 

I  Gent.  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high-wrought  flood, 
I  cannot  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main 
Defcry  a  fail. 

Mon.  Methinks  the  wind  does  fpeak  aloud  at  land, 
A  fuller  blaft  ne*re  fliook  our  battlements : 
If  it  ha'  ruffiand  fo  upon  the  Sea, 
What  ribs  of  Oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them. 
Can  hold  the  morties,— What  fhall  we  hear  of  this? 

2  Gent.  A  fegregation  of  the  Turki/fj  fleet: 
For  do  but  Hand  upon  the  foaming  Ihore, 
The  chiding  billows  feem  to  pelt  the  clouds. 

The  wind-fhak'd  furge,  with  high  and  monftrous  maia 
Seems  to  caft  water  on  the  burning  Bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  th'ever  firM  pole, 
I  never  did  like  moleftation  view 
On  the  enchafcd  flood. 

Mon.  If  that  th^  Turki/h  Fleet 
Be  not  inflielter'd,  and  embayed,  they  are  drownM, 
It  is  impoIFible  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

i^Cent.  News,  Lads,  your  Wars  are  done  : 
The  defperate  Tempell  hath  fo  bangM  the  r«ri. 
That  their  defignment  halts : 
A  noble  (hip  ot  Venice 
Hath  feen  a  grievous  wrack  and  lufFerancc 
On  moft  part  of  their  Fleet. 

Mon.  How,  is  this  true  ? 

3  Gent.  The  Ship  is  here  put  in; 
A  Vcroncfla,  Michael  Caffio^ 

D  Lieutenaat 
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Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor  Othello^ 
is  coiTie  afhore :  the  Moor  himfelf  at  Sea, 
And  is  in  full  commilTion  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon,  I  am  glad  on't,  ^tis  a  worthy  Governonr. 
>  3-  Gmt.  BuLthis  fame  Cafto^  tho'  he  fpeak  of  comfort, 
Touching  the  Turhjl)  lofs,  yet  he  looks  fadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe,  for  they  were  parted 
With  a  foul  and  violent  Tempeft. 

Mon,  Pray  heaven  he  be : 
For  I  have  ferv'd  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  Souldier : 
Let's  to  the  Sea-fide,  ho. 
As  well  to  fee  the  Veflel  that's  come  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  hravQJOthellOy 
Even  till  we  make  the  main  and  th'Air  all  blu^, 
An  indiftinft  regard. 
>r  3  Gent,  Come,  let's  do  fo. 
For  every  minute  is  expectancy 

Of  more  arrivance.  ZEnter  CalEo. 

Caf.  Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  IQe, 
That  fo  approve  the  Moor,  and  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  againft  their  Elements, 
For  I  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  Sea. 

Mon,  Is  he  well  Ihipt  ? 

Caf,  His  Bark  is  ftoutly  timber'd,  and  hk  Pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approved  allowance, 
Therefore  my  hopes  (not  furfeited  to  death) 

Stand  in  bold  cure.  ^  tenter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  A  fail,  a  fail,  a  fail. 
Caf.  Whatnoife? 

Mef.  The  Town  is  empty,  on  the  brow  o'th'  fea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry  a  fail. 

Caf,  My  hopes  do  fliape  him  for  the  Gdvemment. 

a  Gent.  They  do  difcharge  the  fhot  of  courtefie. 
Our  friend  at  leaft.  C-/f  Jhot. 

Caf  I  pray  you,  Sir,  go  forth,     :  ' ; 
And  give  us  truth,  who  'cis  that  is  arriv'd, 

a  Gent.  I  ftiall.  r.-     ...  .  ZExit. 

Mon,  But  good  Lieutenant;*  is  your  General  wiv'd  ? 

Caf  Moft  fortunately,  he  hath  atchievM  a  maid, 
•    That  parragons  defcription  and  wild  femej 
One  tJiat  excels  the  quirks  of  bkfotilng  pens^ 
And  in  the  elFcntial  vefture  of  creatioii. 
Does  bear  an  excellency  .-—--now,  who  ba§  put  in? 


Enfif 


£»t^  ti^Q  Gentlemen. 

2  Gent  Tis  one  Jago^  Ancient  tQ  the  General 
He  has  had  raofl:  favourable  and  happy  ipecd, 
Tempefts  themfelves,  high  feas,  and  howling  winds, 
The  guttered  rocks,  and  congregated  fands. 
Traitors  enfteepM,  to  clog  the  guiltlefs  Keel, 
As  having  fenfe  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  common  natures,  letting  go  fafely  by 
The  divine  Defcktnona, 

Mon,  What  is  /he  ? 

Caf.  She  that  I  fpeak  of,  our  great  Captain's  Captain, 
Left  in  the  condiid  of  the  bold  JagOj 
Whofe  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts 
A  fennights  fpeed-— ^ — great  Jo-z/e  OtheUo  guard. 
And  fwcll  his  fail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath. 
That  he  may  blefs  this  Bay  with  his  tall  (hip. 
And  fwiftly  come  to  Defdemona^s  arms. 

Enter  Defdemoria>  Jago,  Emilia,  (md  Roderigo. 

GivercnewM  fire 

To  our  extinfted  fpirits  : 

And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort,  O  behold 

The  riches  of  the  fliip  is  c6me  on  fbore. 
Ye  men  of  Cyprus^  let  her  have  your  knees  / 
Hail  to  the  Lady  .*  and  the  grace  of  heaven, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round. 

Def,  1  thank  you,  valiant  CaJJio: 
What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  Lord? 

Caf.  He  is  not  yet  arrivM,  nor  inow  I  ought, 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  fhortly  here. 

Def.  O  but  I  fear,  how  Ibfl:  you  company  ?.      [_within2  ji  fatly  a  faH. 

Caf  The  great  contention  of  the  fea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowfliip :  but  hark !  a  fail. 

2  Gent,  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  Gtadel, 
This  likewife  is  a  friend. 

Caf  See  for  the  news : 
Good  Ancient  you  are  welcome,  welcome  Miftrefs, 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  7ago 
That  I  extend  my  manners,  'tis  iny  breeding 
That  gives  mc  this  bold  fhcw  of  courtefic. 

Ja^.  ^'  :ivc  you  fo  much  of  her  lips. 

As  ot  •  ^  bcftowed  o:  me, 

Yoti'd 
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Def.  Alas!  (he  lias  no  fpcech. 

Jaj^,  In  faith  too  much  : 
I  find  it  ftill,  for  when  I  ha'  leave  to  fleep. 
Marry,  before  your  Ladyfhip  I  grant, 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

Em,  You  ha'  little  caufe  to  fay  fo. 

Jag-  Come  on,  come  on,  you  are  Pidures  out  of  doors : 
Bells  in  your  Parlors :   VVild-cats  in  your  Kitchins  : 
Saints  in  your  Injuries :   Devils  being  offended  : 
Players  in  your  houfe-wifery ;  and  houfe-wives  ija  your  beds 

Def.  O  fie  upon  thee,  flanderer. 

Ja^,  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  elfe  I  am  a  7«r^, 
You  rife  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

Em,^  You  fliali  not  write  my  praife. 

Jag,  No,  let  me  not. 

Def  What  wouldft  thou  write  of  me, 
}f  thou  fhouldefl  praife  me  ? 

Jag,  O  gentle  Lady,  do  not  put  me  to't, 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  cviticai. 

Dtf.  Come  on,  aflay  there's  one  gone  to  the  Harbour. 

Jefg.  I,  Madam. 

Def.  I  am  not  merry,  but  I  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife  : 
Come,  how  wouldft  thou  praife  me  ? 

Jag.  I  am  about  it,  but  indeed  my  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  freeze. 
It  plucks  out  brain  and  all :  but  my  Mufe;  labours. 
And  thus  ftie  is  delivered  : 
If  fhe  be  fair  and  wife^  fairnefs  and  wit  ^ 
Tl)e  one^s  for  ufe^  the  other  ufeth  it. 

Def  Well  prais'd :   how  if  fhe  be  black  and  witty  ? 

Jag.  If  fhe  be  blacky  and  thereto  have  a  wit'^ 
She'll  find  a  white  that  fJjall  her  blacknefsfit. 

Def  Worfeand  worfe. 

Em.  How  is  fair  and  foolifh  ? 

Jag.  She  never  yet  was  foolifh^  that  was  fair ^ 
For  even  her  folly  helpt  her  to  an  Heir. 

Def  Thefe  are  old  Paradoxes,  to  make  fools  laugh  i'th'  Alehoufe :  What 
luiferable  praife  haft  thou  for  her, 
That's  foul  and  foolifh? 

Jag.  There'^s  none  fofouL  and  foolifh  thereunto^ 
But  does  foul  pranks  J  which  fair  and  wife  ones  do. 

Def.  O  heavy  ignorance  that  praifes  the  worft  beft :  but  what  praife  couldft 
thoubeftow  on  a  deferving  woman  indeed  ?  one,  that  in  the  Authority 
of  faer  merits,  did  juftly  put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice  it  felf  ? 

lag- 
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Jag.  She  that  was  ever  fair^  and  never  proud^ 
Had  tongue  at  voill^  and  yet  was  never  loud^ 
X^ever  lackt  gold^  and  yet  went  never  gay ^ 
Fled  from  her  wijh^  and  yet  faid,  now  I  may  : 
She  that  being  angered^  her  revenge  being  nigh^ 
Bad  her  wrong  ft  ay  and  her  difpleafureflye: 
She  that  in  Wtfdom  never  was  fofraily 
T )  change  the  Cods-head  for  the  Salmons  tail  : 
She  that  could  thinly  and  ne*re  difclofe  her  mind^ 
See  Sutors  following^  and  not  look  behind^ 
She  was  a  wight^  (if  ever  fuch  wight  were^ 

Def  To  do  what  ? 

Jag.  To  fuckle  fools^  and  Chronicle  fmall  Beer, 

Def.  O  moft  lame  and  impotent  conclufion ! 
Do  not  learn  of  him  Emilia^  tho'  he  be  thy  Husband : 
How  fay  you  Cajfio^  is  he  not  a  moft  prophane  and  liberal 
Counfellor?  . 

Caf  He  fpeaks  honae.  Madam,  you  may  rcli(h  him 
More  in  the  Souldier  than  in  the  Scholar. 

Jag,  He  takes  her  by  the  Palm ;  I,  well  fed,  whifper  ^  with  as  little  a.  webb 
as  this,  will  I  inCiare  as  great  a  file  as  Cajfio.  I,  fmile  upon  her,  do :  1  will 
catch  you  in  your  own  Courtfhip :  you  fay  true,  'tis  fo  indeed.  If  fuch  tricks 
as  thefe  ftrip  you  out  of  your  Lieutenantry,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not  rift 
your  three  fingers  fo  oft,  which  now  again,  you  are  the  moft  apt  to  play  the 
Sir  in  a  very  good,  well  kift,  and  excellent  courtefie  ^  'tis  fo  indeed :  yet  a- 
gain,  your  fingers  at  your  lips?  would  they  were  Clifter-pipes  for  your  fake 

•  '  The  Moor,  I  know  his  Trumpet.  {T mmpet  within, 

£wfer  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

Caf  'Tis  truly  fo. 

Def,  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 
Caf,  Loe,  where  he  comes. 
Oth,  O  my  fair  Warriour. 
Def  Uy  dear  Othello, 

Oth,  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content, 
To  fee  you  here  before  me :  O  my  fouls  joy. 
If  after  every  tempeft,  come  fuch  calmnefs. 
May  the  winds  blow,  till  they  have  wakned  death  ^ 
And  let  the  labouring  Bark  clime  hills  of  Seas, 
Olympus  high,  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  Hell's  from  Heaven  ^  If  it  were  now  to  dye, 
'Twere  now  to  be  moft  happy,  for  I  fear 
My  Soul  hath  her  content  fo  abfolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  Uiis 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

-De/. 'The  Heavens  forbid. 
But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  fljould  inCTCofc, 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow. 
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Qtb.  Amen  to  that,  fv7eet  Pow§r§:  ?. 
I  cannot  fpcak  enough  of  this  content. 
It  ftops  me  here,  it  is  too  much  of  joy : 
And  this,  and  this^  the  greateft  difcord  be,  L^^fi- 
That  e're  our  hearts  fhould  make, 

Jag,  O,  you  are  well  tunM  now. 
But  rie  fcr  down  the  pegs,  that  makes  this  mufick, 
As  honefl:  as  I  am. 

Oth,  Come,  let  us  to  the  Caftle  : 

News  friends,  our  wars  are  done,  the  Turh  are  drownM„ 

How  does  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  Ifle? 

Honny,  you  fhall  be  well  defir'd  in  Cyprus ; 

I  have  found  great  love  amongft  them  :  O  my  fweet : 

1  prattle  out  of  fafhion,  and  I  dote 

In  mine  own  comforts:  I  prithee,  good  Jago^ 

Go  to  the  Bay,  and  difimbark  my  Coffers^ 

Bring  thou  tficMafterto  the  Citadel: 

He  is  a  good  one,  ^nd  his  worthinefs 

Does  challenge  much  refpe(a-.  Come  Defdemonay 

Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus.  [^Exeunt. 

J^g,  Do  thou  meet  me  prefently  at  the  Harbour;  come  hither,  if  thou 
beeft  valiant,  (as  they  fay,  bafe  men  being  in  love,  have  then  a  nobility  in 
their  natures,  more  than  is  native  to  them,)  "  -lift  me,  the  Lieutenant  to 
night  watches  on  the  Court  of  Guard  .•  firft  I  will  tell  thee  this,  Defdemona 
is  dircdly  in  love  "with  him. 

Rod.  With  him?  why 'cis  not  poflible. 

Jag.  Lay  thy  finger  thus,  and  let  thy  foul  be  inflrudcd :  mark  me,  with 
what  violence  Ihe  firft  lovM  the  Moor,  but  for  bragging,  ^nd  telling  her  fan* 
taftical  lies^  and  will  flie  love  him  ftill  for  prating?  let  not  the  difcreet  heart 
think  it.    Her  eye  muft  be  fed,  and  what  delight  (hall  fhe  have  to  Jook  on  the 
Devil?  When  the  blood  is  made  duU  with  the  aft  of  fport,  there  Ihould >e 
game  to  infiiime  it,  and  give  faciety  a  frefh  appetite.    Lovelinefs  in  favour, 
fympathy  in  years,  manners,  and  beauties^  all  which  the  Moor  is  defeftive  in: 
now  for  want  of  thefe  requirM  conveniences,  her  delicate  tendernefs  will  find 
her.felf  abusM,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  difrelifh  and  abhor  the  Moor,  very 
nature  will  inftrudt  her  to  it,  and  compel  her  to  fomefecond  choice.-  Now  Sir, 
this  granted,  as  it  is  moft  pregnant  and  unforced  pofition,  who  ftands  fo  e- 
minently  in  the  degree  of  this  fortune,  as  Cajfio  do^s'^  a  Knave  very  volu* 
ble,  no  farthcr  confcionable,  thaninpqttingon  the  meer  form  of  civil  and  hu- 
.    mane  fecming,  for  the  better  compafling  of  his  fait  and  moft  hidden  loofe  af» 
feftions :  A  fubde  flipper y  Knave,^  a  finder  put  of  occafions  ^  that  has  an  eye, 
can  ftampand  counterteit  advaiajtages,thc)'tiuc  adyantage never  prefentitfelf. 
Bcfides,  the  Knave  is  handfome,  young,,  and.  HatMu^  in  him' 

that  folly  and  green  minds  look  after:  a  peftjl^t.cofgpjeat  ^  and  the 
Woman  has  found  him  already.  ^"'^  V,^ 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her,  Ihe's  full  of  moft'tleft  conditio^. 
Jag.  Bleft,  figs-end  j  the  wiac  Ihe  drills km^e  of  grap« 

-.-/o  -bleft, 
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bleft,  fhc  would  never  have  lovM  the  Moor  t  Drdft  thou  not  fee  her  paddle 
with  the  palm  of  his  hand?  didft  not  mark  that? 
Rod.  Yes,  But  that  was  but  courtefie. 

Ja£.  Lechery,  by  this  hand  ^  an  Index  and  obfcure  prologue  to  the  Hiftory 
of  lull  and  foul  thoughts :  they  met  fo  near  with  their  lips,  that  their  breaths 
cmbracM  together,  villanous  thoughts  when  thefe  mutualities  fo  marlhal  the 
way  ^  hand  at  hand  comes  Roderigo^  the  mafter  aad  the  main  exercife,  the  in- 
corporate concluiion.  But  Sir,  be  you  rurd  by  me,  I  have  brought  you  from 
renice-^  watch  you  to  night,  for  command,  Tie  lay'c  upon  you.  Caffiokt\ov/s 
you  not,  rie  not  be  far  from  you,  do  you  find  fomeoccafion  to  anger  C^t/^c;, 
either  by  fpeaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his  difcipline,  or  from  what  other 
courfe  you  pleafe  j  which  the  time  fhall  more  favourable  minifter. 

R0d,  Well. 

ya£.  Sir  he  is  rafli,  and  very  flidden  in  choller,  and  haply  with  his  Trun- 
cheon may  ftrike  at  you  ^  provoke  him  that  he  may,  for  even  out  of  that,  will  I 
caufe  thefe  of  C^/pj'wx  to  mutiny, whofe  qualification  lhall  come  into  no  true  tail  c 
again,  but  by  the  difplanting  of  C a ffio  :  So  fliall  you  have  a  fliorter  journey  to 
your  defires,  by  the  means  I  (hall  then  have  to  prefer  them,  and  the  impe- 
diment moft  profitably  removM,  without  which  there  were  no  expeftation 
of  our  profperity. 

Rod.  I  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any  opportunity. 

Jag.  I  warrant  thee,  meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  Citadel  ^  I  rauft  fetch  his 
neceflaries  afhore— — —  Farewel. 

Rod.  Adieu.  [^Exit. 

Jag.  That  Cajfio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it  j 
That  Ihe  loves  him,  'tis  apt  and  of  great  credit  ^ 
The  Moor  howbe't,  that  I  endure  him  not, 
Is  of  a  cnoftant,  noble,  loving  nature, 
And  I  dare  think  he'll  prove  to  Defdemom 
A  moft  dear  Husband^  now  I  do  love  her  too. 
Not  out  of  abfolute  luft,  (tho'  peradvcnturc 
I  Hand  accomptant  for  as  great  a  fin,) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge. 
For  that  I  do  fufpeft  the  luftful  Moor 
-Hath  leap'd  into  my  feat,  the  thought  whereof 
Doth  like  a  poyfonous  Mineral  gnaw  my  inwards  j 
And  nothing  can,  nor  ftiall  content  my  Soul, 
Till  I  am  evenM  with  him,  Wife  for  wife  j 
Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor, 
At  leaft,  into  a  jealoiifie  fo  ftrong. 
That  judgment  cannot  cure  ^  which  thifig  to  do. 
If  this  poor  trafh  of  Fenice^  whom  1  trace, 
For  his  quick  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on. 
Tie  have  our  Michael  CaJJio  on  the  hip, 
Abufe  him  to  the  Moor,  in  the  tank  g^rb, 
CFor  I  fear  Cajfw^  with  ray  higiit-cap  too) 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  mc, 

For 


— ^  uyrmmr,  

For  making  him  cgregioufly  an  Afs,  ^ 
And  pradtifing  upon  his  peace  and  qiuet, 
Evefl  to  madnefs:  -'tis  here,  but  yet  confusM  ^ 

Knaveries  plain  face  is  never  feen,  till  us'd.  C£Xvf. 

'    Enter  Othello's  Herauld^  reading  a  Proclamation. 

It  is  Otbello*s  pleafure,  our  noble  and  valiant  General,  that  upon  certain  ti- 
dings now  arrived,  importing  the  meer  perdition  of  the  Turkifh  Fleets  that 
every  man  put  himfelf  into  triumph^ ,  fome  to  dance,  fome  make  Bonefires: 
each  man  to  what  Sport  and  Revels  his  addiftion  leads  him  ^  for  befides  thqfe 
beneficial  News^  it  is  the  celebration  of  his  Nuptials  :  So  much  was  his  plea- 
fare  Ihould  be  proclaimed.  All  Offices  are  open,  and  there  is  full  liberty,  trom 
this  prefcnt  hour  of  five,  till  the  bell  hath  told  eleven.  Heaven  blefs  the  Iflc 
of  Cj/frus^  and  our  Noble  General  Othello. 

Enter  Othello,  CalTio,  and  Defdemona. 

0th.  Good  Michael^  look  you  to  the  Guard  to  night, 
il        Let's  teach  our  felves  that  honourable  ftop, 
Not  to  out-fport  difcretion. 

Caf.  Jago  hath  direftion  what  to  do  : . 
But  notwithftanding,  with  ray  perfonal  eye 
Will  I  look  to  it. 

0th,  Jago  is  moft  honeft. 
Michael  good  night,  to  morrow  with  your  earlieft. 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  "you ;  come  my  .dear  love, 
The  purchafc  made,  the  fruits  arc  to  ^nfue. 
That  profits  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  and  you, 
Good  night. 

Ente0dLgo. 
Caf.  Welcome  Jago^  we  muft  to  the,  watch. 

Jag.  Not  this  hour.  Lieutenant,  tis  not  yet  ten^^  Cloclc;  our  General  caft 
us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his  Defdemma^  wfio  therefore  let  us  not  blame,  he 
hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her  :  and  Ihe  is  fport  for  Jove. 
Caf.  She  is  a  moft  exquifite  Lady. 
Jag.  And  Tie  warrant  her  full  of  game. 
Caf.  Indeed  fhe  is  a  moft  frclh  and  delicate  creature. 
Jag.  What  an  eye  Ihe  has? 
MctWnks  it  founds  a  parley  of  provocation. 

Caf.  An  inviting  eye,  and  yet  methinks  right  modeft. 
Jag.  And  when  fhe  fpeaks,  'tis  an  Alarm  to  love. 
C^/.  She  is  indeed  perfedion. 

Jag.  Well,  happinefs  to  their  (heets- — -come  Lieutenant^  I  have  a  ftoop 
of  Wine,  and  here  without  is  a  brace  of ,  Cyprus  C^W^s  tb^i  would  feia 
have  a  mcafure  to  the  health  of  tht  hluYOibeUo.  ' 
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Zaf.  Not  to  night,  good  Ja^o:  I  have  very  poor  and  unhappy  brains  for 
drinking:  I  could  well  wifli  courtefie  would  invent  fomc  other  cuftom  of 
entertainment. 

Jag.  O  they  are  our  friends,— but  one  cup  :  I'le  drink  for  you. 

Caf,  I  ha'  drunk  but  one  cup  to  night,  and  that  was  craftily  qualified  too, 
and  behold  what  innovation  it  makes  here :  I  am  unfortunate  in  the  infirmity, 
and  dare  not  task  my  weaknefs  with  any  more. 

Jag.  What  man,  'tis  a  night  of  Revels,  the  Gallants  deCre  it. 

Caf.  Where  are  they  ? 

Jag.  Here  at  the  door,  I  pray  you  call  them  in. 

C(tf.  rie  do't,  but  it  diflikes  me.  £ExU. 

Jag.  If  I  can  fatten  but  one  cup  upon  him. 
With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to  night  already, 
He'n  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence. 
As  my  young  Miftrefs  dog:— Nay  my  fick  fool  Roderig^^ 
(Whom  love  has  turnM  almoft  the  wrong  fide  outward) 
To  Defdemona^  hath  to  night  carouft 
Potation  pottle  deep,  and  he's  to  watch: 
Three  Lads  of  Cyfrus^  noble  fwcUing  fpirits 
That  hold  their  honour  in  a  wary  diftance. 
The  very  Elements  of  this  war-like  Ifle, 
Have  I  to  night  fluftred  with  flowing  cups. 
And  the  watch  too :  now  'mongft  this  flock  of  drunkards, 
I  am  to  put  our  CaJJlo  in  fome  aftion 

That  may  offend  the  Ifle.-  Z^f^cr  Montanio,  Callio, 

But  here  they  come :  and  others. 

If  confequence  do  but  approve  my  dream. 
My  boat  fails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  ftream. 

Caf.  Fore  God  they  have  given  me  a  roufe  already. 

Man.  Good  faith  a  little  one^  not  pad  a  pint. 
As  I  am  a  Souldier. 

y-tsTf.  Some  wine,  ho: 
And  let  nte  the  Cannikin  clinlj  c/mj,' 
^d  let  me  the  Cannikin  clinks  dinky 
A  Souldier^s  a  many  a  lifers  but  a  fpan  ^ 
Why  then  let  a  Souldier  ifriwt— Some  wine  boys^ 

Caf  Fore  heaven  an  excellent  fong. 

Jag.  I  learn'dit  in£w^/^?w^,  where  indeed  they  arcmofl:  potent  in  potting: 
your  Dane:  y  our  Cww^w,,  and  your  fwag-bellied/ZoZ/^iwifcr,  (drink,  bo,)  arc 
nothing  to  your  Englifh. 

'  Caf  Is  your  Engltjh  man  fo  exquifite  in  his  drinking  ? 

Jag.  Why,  he  drinks  you  with  facility,  your  Dane  dead  drunk :  he  fweati 
not  to  overthrow  your  Almain-j  he  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,  cVc  the 
next  pottle  can  be  fiird. 

Caf  To  the  heaUJi  of  our  General. 

Mon.  I  am  for  it,  Lieutenant,  and  I  will  do  you  jufficc. 

J^g.  O  [met  England  ■ 

E  Xing 


Xing  Stephen  was  and  a  worthy  Peer\ 

His  Breeches  cojh  him  but  a  Crown^ 

He  held'emfix'pe'rice  all  too  dear^ 

With  that  he  calfd  the  Taylor  Lown  j 

He  was  a  Wight  cfhigh  Renown^ 

A^d  thou  art     of  low  degree^ 

''Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  Country  down^ 

Then  take  thine  auld  cloke  about  thee, — -Some  winc^  ho^ 
Caf.  Why,^this  is  a  more  exquifite  Song  than  the  othen 
Jag.  Will  you  hear't  again  ?  - 

Caf,  No,  for  I  hold  him  unworthy  of  his  place,  that  does  thofe  things  Wefl^ , 
Heaven's  above  all,  and  there  be  fouls  that  muft  be  faved. 
Jag,  It  is  true,  good  Lieutenant/  ' 

Caf  For  mine  own  part,  no  offence  to  thei  General,  nor  any  man  of  quali- 
ty, I  hope  to  "be  faved. 

Jag,  And  fo  do  I,  Lieutenant. 

Caf  I,  but  by  your  leave,  not  before  me;  the  Liuetenant  is  to  be  faved  be^-- 
fore  the  Ancient.    Let's  ha'  no  more  of  this,  let*s  to  our  affairs   forgive  us 
our  fins  .*  Gentlemen,  Jet's  look  to  our  bufmefs;  do  not  think  Gentlemen  I 
amdrunk,  this  is  my  Ancient,  this  is  my  right  hand,  andthisis my  left  hand: . 
J  am  not  drunk  now,  I  can  Hand  well  enough,  and  fpeak  well  enough. 

All.  Excellent  well. 

Caf  Why  very  well  then:  you  muft  not  think  then  that  I  am  drunks  X^Exit. 

Mon,  To  the  platform.  Matters.    Gome  let's  fet  the  watch. 

Jag.  You  fee  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before. 
He  is  a  Souldier  fit  to  ftand  by  Cafar^ 
And  give  direftion :  and  do  but  fee  bis  vice  y 
'Tis  to  his  virtue  a  juft  equinox. 
The  one's  as  long  as  th'  other :  'tis  pity^  of  him>- 
I  fear  the  truft  OtheUo  put  him  in. 
On  fome  odd  time  of  his  infirmity. 
Will  fhakc  this  Illand. 

Mon.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

Jag,  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  fleep. 
He'll  watch  the  horolodge  a  double  fet. 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mon.  'Twere  well  the  General  were  putin  mind  of  it, 
Perhaps  he  fees  it  not,  or  his  good  nat^ire 
Praifes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  CaJJioj 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  is  not  this  true.'^ 

Jag,  How  now,  Roderigo^  Enter  Roderigo. 

I  pray  you  after  the  Lieutenant  ga  L^xit  Rod, 

Mon.  And  ^tis^  great  pity  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  place,  as  his  own  fecond,. 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  . 
It  were  an  honeft  aiSiaa  to  lay  fo    Ae  Moor. 


y^^.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  Ifland  : 
1  do  love  Caffio  well^  and  would  do  much  Z^^^pi  tielp^  withm. 

To  cure  him  of  this  evil :  bat  hark,  what  noife  ?  ; 

inter  Caffio,  driving  in  Roderigo, 

Caf.  You  rogue;  you  rafcal. 

Mon.  What's  the  matter.  Lieutenant  ? 

Caf.  A  knave,  teach  me  my.  duty  :  but  Tie  beat  the  knave  into  a  wicker 
bottle. 
Rod.  Beat  me? 

Caf.  Dofl  thou  prate,  Rogue  ? 
Mon.  Good  Lieutenant  j  pray  Sir  hold  your  hand. 
Caf.  Let  me  go  Sir,  or  Pll  knock  you  oVe  the  raazzard* 
Mon.  Corae.come,  you  arc  drunk, 

Caf  Drunk  i  ^  LThey  fight, 

Jag.  Away  I  fay,  go  out,  and  cry  a  mutiny.  t£jc/>  Rod/ 

Nay  good  Lieutenant  j  God's-will  Gentlemen, 

Help  ho,  Lieutenant :  Tir,  Montanio^  Sir, 

Help  Matters,  here's  a  goodly  watch  indeed  :  £^  fc^B  ringu 

Who's  that  that  rings  the  Bell  ?  Diablo— —ho. 
The  Town  will  rife,  fie,  fie,  Lieucenai^t  hold. 
You  will  be  fliam'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Gentlemen  with  meapons. 

Otb.  What's  the  matter  here  ? 
Mon.  I  bleed  ftill,  I  am  hurt  to  the  death. 
Oth.  Hold  for  your  lives. 

Jag.  Hold,  hold  Lieutenant,  Sir  Montanio^  Gentlemen, 
Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  fence  and  duty  : 
Hold,  the  General  fpeaks  to  you  ^  hold,  hold,  for  fhame, 

Oth.  Why  how  now  ho,  from  whence  arifes  this? 
Are  we  turn'd  Turks^  and  to  our  felves  do  that. 
Which  Heaven  has  forbid  the  Ohomitesj 
For  Chriftian  fliame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl', 
He  that  ftirs  next,  to  carve  for  his  own  rage, 
.  Holds  his  foul  light,  he  dyes  upon  his  motion  : 
Silence  that  dreadful  Bell,  it  frights  the  Ifle 
From  her  propriety  :  what's  the  matter,  Mafters  ? 
Honcfl:  JagOy  that  looks  dead  with  grieving. 
Speak,  who  began  this,  on  thy  love  I  charge  thee  ? 

Jag.  I  do  not  know,  friends  all  but  now,  even  now, 
lA  quarter,  and  in  terms,  like  bride  and  groom, 
Digefting  them  to  bed,  and  then  but  now, 
(As  if  fome  Planet  liad  unwittcd  men,) 
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w  ords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  others  breaft. 
In  oppofition  bloody.    I  cannot  fpeat 
Any  beginning  to  this  petvifh  odds^ 
And  would,  in  adtion  glorious^  I  had  loft 
Thofc  legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it. 

Otk  How  came  it^  Michael^  you  were  thus  forgot? 

Caf.  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Otb.  Worthy  MontaniOj  you  were  wont  to  be  civil. 
The  gravity  and  ftilnefs  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted  ^  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wifeft  cenfure.   What's  the  matter 
That  you  unlace  ypur  reputation  thus. 
And  fpend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night  brawler?  give  me  anfwer  to't. 

Moft.  Worthy  OtheUo^  I  am  hurt  to  danger. 
Your  Officer  Jago  can  inform  you. 
While  I  fpare  fpeech,  which  fomethmg  now  offends  m 
Of  all  that  I  do  icnow,  nor  know  I  ought 
By  me  that's  faidor  done  amifs  this  night  v 
Unlefs  felf-charity  be  fometime  a  vice. 
And  to  defend  our  felves  it  be  a  iin^ 
When  violence  aflails  us. 

Oth,  Now  by  Heaven 
My  Wood  begins  my  fafer  guides  to  rule^ 
And  paflion  having  mybefl  judgment  cooPd, 
Adays  to  lead  the  way :  If  once  I  ftir. 
Or  do  but  lift  this  Arm,  the  belt  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  rebuke.*  give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  fet  it  on, 
And  he  that  is  approv'd  in  this  offence  v 
Tho*^  he  had  twinned  with  me,  both  at  a  birth. 
Shall  lofe  me-,  what,  in  a  Town  of  War, 
Yet  wild,  thapeoples  hearts  brim  full  of  fear. 
To  mannage  private  and  domeftick  quarrels. 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  fafety  ? 
^Tis  monftrous.    JagOy  who  began? 

Mm.  If  i^rtiality  afTignM,  or  league  in  olEce, 
Thou  doft  deliver  more  or  lefs  than  truth. 
Thou  art  no  Souldier. 

Jag.  Touch  me  not  fb  near, 
I  had  rather  ha'  this  tongue  out  of  niy  mouth. 
Than  it  (hould  do  offence  to  Michael  Caffiq  ^ 
Yet  1  perCwade  my  felf  to  fpeak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.    Thus  it  is,  Gtneralo 
Montanio  and  my  felf  being  in  fpeech,. 
There  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help, 
i»d  c#o  following,  him.  with  determined  fword. 
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To  execute  upon  him :  Sir,  this  Gentleman 

Steps  into  CaffiOj  and  intrcats  his  paufe  : 

My  felf  the  crying  fellow  did  purfu^ 

Left  by  his  clamour,  as  it  lb  fell  out. 

The  Town  might  fall  in  fright :  he  fwift  of  foot^ 

Out-ran  my  purpofe  ^  and  I  return  the  rather. 

For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  fwords  j 

And  Cajfto  high  in  oath,  which  till  to  night, 

I  ne're  might  lay  before :  when  I  came  back. 

For  this  was  brief,  I  found  them  clofe  together. 

At  blow  and  thruft,  even  as  agen  they  were, 

When  you  your  felf  did  part  them. 

More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report, 

But  men  are  men,  the  beft  fometimes  forget : 

Tho'         did  fome  little  wrong  to  hfan. 

As  men  in  rage  ftrike  thofc  that  wifli  them  beft  y 

Yet  furely  Caffio^  I  believe  received  - 

From  him  that  fled  fome  ftrange  indignity. 

Which  patience  could  not  pais* 

0th.  I  knowyjagoj 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter. 
Making  it  light  to  CaJJio  t  Cafwj  I  love  thee. 
But  never  more  be  Officer  of  mine. 
Look  if  my  gentle  Love  be  not  rais'd  up. 

Eitter  Defdemona,  with  othm. 

Vk  make  thee  an  example. 

Def.  What*^  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  Airs  well  now,^  fweeting : 
Gome  away  to  bed :  Sir,  for  your  hurts^ 
My  felf  will  be  your  Surgeon    leadTiim  oflf" j 
Jago^  look  with  care  about  the  Town, 
And'  filence  thofe  whom  this  vile  braul  diJttrafiei 
Gome  Defdemona^  his  the  Souldier's  life. 
To  have  their  balmy  flumbers  ^afc'd  with  ftrifc, 

Jag.-  What,  arc  you  hurt,  Ueut^nt  ? 

Exit  Moor^  Defdemona,  and  JittendantSi 

Caf.    paft  all  Surgery. 
Ji^.  Marry  Heaven  forbid. 

Caf.  Reputation,  reputation,  hb  I  loft  my  reputation: 
I  ha'  loft  the  immortal  part.  Sir,  of  my  felf. 
And  what  remains  is  bcftial,  my  reputation> 
Jago^  my  reputation. 


0  T  H  E  L  L  0, 

Ja^.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  I  thought  you  had  receivM  fome  bodily 
wound,  there  is  more  offence  in  that,  than  in  Reputation :  Reputation  is  an 
idle  and  moft  falfe  impofition,  oft  got  without  merits  and  loft  without  de- 
ferving :  You  have  loft  no  reputation  at  all,  unlefs  you  repute  your  felf  fiicha 
lofer  ^  what  man,  there  are  ways  to  recover  the  General  agen  :  you  are  but 
now  caft  in  his  mood,  a  punifhment  more  in  policy,  than  in  malice,  even  fb 
as  one  would  beat  his  offencelefs  dog,  to  affright  an  iiijperious  Lion:  fueta 
him  again,  and  he's  yours. 

Caf.  I  will  rather  fue  to  be  defpis'dj  than  to  deceive  fOigood  a  Commander 
with  fo  light,  fo  drunken,  and  indifcreet  an  Officer.  Drunk  ?  and  fpeak  parrat  ? 
and  fquabble,  fwagger,  (Wear  ?  and  difcourfe  fuftian  with  ones  own  fliaddow.; 

0  thou  invinfible  Ipirit  of  wine,  if  thou  haft  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let 
call  thee  Devil. 

'Ja^.  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  Sword? 
What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 
Caf.  I  know  not. 

Ja^.  Wt  pofTible  ?  - 

jCaf,  I  remember  a  mafs  of  things,  but  nothing  diftindlly  ;  a  qjiarrel^  but 
nothing  wherefore.  O  that  men  fhould  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths,  to 
-fteal  away  their  brains  that  we  fhould  with  joy  revel,  pleafure,  and  applaufe, 
transform  our  felves  into  beafts. 

Jag,  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough:  how  came  you  thus  recovered? 

Caf.  It  hath  pleas'd  the  devil  drunkennefs,  to  give  place  to  the  devil 
wrath!  one  unperfednefs  fliews  me  another,:  to  mak«&  me  frankly  delp 
my  felf  '  -^.^ 

Jag.  Come,  you  are  too  fevereamorrafer^  as  the  titpe,  the  place,  the 
condition  of  this  Country  ftands,  I  could  heartily  wifh  this  had  not  fobefaln; 
but  fince  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Caf  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again,  he  fhall  tell  me  I  am  a  drunkatd; 
had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra^  fuch  an  anfwer  would  ftop  'em  all ;  to  be 
now  a  fenfible  man,  and  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  prefently  a  beaft  c  -everyAin*. 
ordinate  cup  is  unbleft,  and  the  ingredieilce  is  a  devil. 

Jag.  Come,  come, -good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  creatAire,  if  it  be  well 
usM^  exclaim  no  more  againft  it ;  and  good  Lieutenant,  I  think  you  think 

1  love  you. 

Caf  I  have  well  approvM  it.  Sir,  1  drunk  ? 

Jag.  You,  or  any  man  living  may  be  drunk  at  fome  time,  man :  I'll  tell 
you  what  you  fhall  do, —  our  General^s  wife  is  now  the  General ;  1  may  fay 
fo  in  this  refped,  for  that  he  has  devoted  and  given  ijp  himfelf  to  the  con- 
templation, mark,  and  devotement  of  "her  parts  and  graces.  Confefsyour  felf 
freely  to  her,  importune  her,  lh§'ll  help  to  put  you  into  your  place  again  : 
Ihe  is  fo  free,  fo  kind,  fo  apt,  fo  bleffed  a  difpofition,  that  file  holds  it  a 
vice  in  hergoodnefs,  not  to  do  more  than*  (he  is  rcquefted.  This  broken 
joint,  between  you  and  her  husband,  intreat  her  to  fplinter,  and  my  fortunes 
againft  any  lay,  v;orth  naming,  this  crack  of  your  Love  lhall  grow  ftronger 
than  'twas  before. 

C^,  You  advife  me  well. 


Jag.  I  protcft  in  the  lincerity  of  love  and  boneft  JdndhefS. 

Caf.  .1  think  it  freely,  and  betimes  in  the  morning,  will  I  beftcch  the  ver- 
tuons  Befdemona^  to  undertake  for  me  j  I  am  delperatc  of  my  fortunes,  if  they 
check  me  here. 

Jag.  You  are  in  the  right : 
Good  night,  Lieutenant,  I  muft  to  the  watch. 

Caf.  Good  night,  lionefl  J^^o, 

Jag.  And  what's  he  then,  that  fays  I  play  the  Villain, 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honelt, 
Probal  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  courfe 
To  win  the  Moor  agen  ?  For  'tis  raoft  ealic 
The  inclining  Dtfdemona  to  fubdue^* 
!n  any  honeft  fuit  fhe's  fram'd  as  fruitful, 
As  the  free  Elements ;  and  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor,  wer't  to  renounce  tis  baptifm. 
All  feals  and  fymbols  of  redeemed  fin. 
His  foul  is  fo  iflfetter'd  to  her  love, 
That  flie  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  Ihe  lift. 
Even  as  her  appetite  fliall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  fundion :  how  am  I  then  a  villain. 
To  counfel  Cajfio  to  this  parallel  courfe, 
Diredlly  to  his  good  ?  divinity  of  helJ, 
When  devils  will  their  blackeft  fins  put  on, 
They  do  fuggeft  at  firft  with  heavenly  fiiews. 
As  I  do  now  \  for  whilft  this  honeft  fool 
Plys  Defdemom  to  repair  his  fortunes :  - 
And  fhe  for  him  pleads  fbrongly  to  the  Moor ; 
rie  pour  this  peftilence  into  his  ear, . 
That  fhe  repeals  him  for  her  bodies  lufl  ^ 
And  by  how  much  fhe  ilrives  to  do  him  good, 
She  fball  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor  j 
So  will  i  turn  her  vertue  into  pitch, 
And  out  of  her  own  goodnefs  make  the  net 

That  fliall  enmefn  them  all :  \Enter  RodcrigOi 

How  now  Rodcrigo  ? 

Rj[>d.  I  do  follow  herein  the  chafe,  not  like  a  hound  that  hunts,  but  one  that 
fills  up  the  cry :  ray  money  is  almofl  fpent,  I  ha'  been  to  night  exceedingly 
well  cudgelM  j  I  think  the  ifliie  will  be,  I  lhall  have  lb  much  experience 
for  my  p^ins,  and  fo  no  money  at  all,  and  with  a  little  more  wit  return  to 
yienice. 

Jag.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience? 
What  wound  did  ever  hed  but  by  degrees  ? 
Thou  knowft  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft, 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Does  not  go  well  ?  CaJJio  has  beaten  thee. 
And  thou,  by  that  fmall  hurt,  hath  cafliier'd  Cajftol 
Thd*  other  things  grow  fair  ag^inft  the  fun. 
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Yet  frttits  that  bloflbm  firfl:,  will  firft  be  ripe ; 

Content  thy  felf  a  while;  by  th'  mafe^ds  morning; 

Pkafurc,  and  adion^  make  the  hours  feem  Ihort : 

Retire  thee,  go  where  thou  are  billitcd  ; 

Away  I  fay,  thou  lhalt  know  more  hereafter :  ' 

Nay  get  thee  gone  :  Some  things  are  to  be  done. 

My  wife  muft  move  for  Caffio  to  her  Miltrefs, 

rie  fet  her  on. 

My  felf  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart. 
And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  C^#o  find, 
Solliciting  his  wife :  I,  that's  the  way,  . 

Dull  not  device  by  coldnefs  and  delay.  .  ZEx^un^. 


Adus  Tertius,  Scoena  prima. 

Enter  Caffio,  mth  Muficians. 

Caf.  Tyj"  Afters  play  here,  I  will  content  your  pains, 

XYL  Something  that's  brief,  and  bid  good  morrow  General* 

Thty^lay^  and  enter  the  Clown. 

Clo.  Why  Matters,  ha'  your  Inftruraents  been  at  Naples^  that  they  fpcik 
i'th'^fiofe  thus  ? 

Boy,  How  Sir,  how  ? 

Clo.  Are  thefe  I, pray,  callM.wind  Inllruraents  ? 

Boy.  I  marry  are  they.  Sir. 

Clo.  O  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

Boy,  Whereby  hangs  a  tail  Sir  ?  , 

C/o.  Marry  Sir,  by  many  a  wind  Infrrument  that  I  know.  But  Matters, 
here*$  m  )ney  for  you,  and  the  General  fo  likes  your  mufick,  that  he  defircs 
you  for  loves  fake,  to  make  no  more  noife  with  it. 

Boy.  Well  Sir,  wc  will  not. 

Clo.  If  you  have  any  mufick  that  may  not  be  heard,  to't  again  ^  but  as 
they  fay,  to  hear  mufick,  the  General  does  not  greatly  care. 
Boy.  We  ha'  none  fuch.  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  put  your  Pipes  in  your  bag,  for  Pie  away  ^  ^o  vanilh  into  air, 
away. 

Caf.  Doft  thou  hear,  my  honeft  friend  ? 

Clo.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honeft  friend,  I  hear  you. 

CaJ.  Prethee  keep  up  thy  quiets,  there's  a  poor  piece  of  gold  for  thee  : 
If  the  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the  Generals  wife  be  ftirring,  tell  her  there's 
©ne  CaJJio  entreats  her  a  little  favour  of  fpecch—— *wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Clo, 
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do.  She  is  fl:irring^..Sir,,if  fhe  will  ftir  hither,  I  Ihall  feem  to notifieuato 
her.       ^  .  .  itin.'t^s-.      Enter  Ja^o. 

Caf,  Do^  good  my  friend:  In  .hy)py  time,  Ja^o,  ZExit  Clown. 

Jag,  You  ha' not  been  abed  theiir  *  ^  . 

Caf,  Why  no^  the  day  Jiad  broke  before  we  parted  ; 

I  ha'  made  bold,  Jago^  to  fend  in  to  your  wife,  my  fuit  to  her 

Is,  that  fhe  will  to  virtuous  Defdemona 
Procure  me  fome  accefs. 

Jag,  rie  fend  her  to  you  prefently, 
And  rie  devife  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converfe  and  bufinefs 

M^y  be  more  free.  iExit, 

Caf.  I  humbly  thank  you  for'c:  I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honeft.  ^ 

Enter  Emillia 


Em,  Good  morrow,  good  Lieutenant,  I  am  for ry 
For  your  difpleafure,  but  all  will  foon  be  well. 
The  General  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it. 
And  Ihe  fpeaks  for  you  ftoutly :  the  Moor  replies, 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  afHnity,  and  that  in  whoifome  wifdom 
He  might  not  but  refufe:  but?ie  prt)tefl:rhc  loves  fou, 
And  needs  no  other  fuitor  but  his  likings, 
To  take  the  fafeft  occafion  by  the  front, 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Caf.  Yet  I  befeech  you. 
If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done. 
Give  me  advantage  of  fome  brief  difcourfc 
With  Defdemona  alone. 

Em.  Pray  you  come  in, 
I  will  beflow  you  where  you  fhall  have  time 
To  fpeak  your  bofome  ^ely. 

Caf.  I  am  much  botiSTto  you* 

Othello,  Jago,  and  other  Gentlemen. 

Otb.  Thefc  Letters  give,  Jago^  to  the  Pilot, 
And  by  him  do  my  duties  to  the  Ifate : 
That  done  I  will  be  walking  to  the  works. 
Repair  there  to  me. 

Jag.  Well  my  good  Lord,  Tie  do't. 

0th.  This  fortification  Gentlemen,  fliall  WC  fee't  ? 

6^«f^  Wc  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip.      '  lExtMti. 


F 


Enter  Defdemona^  Caffio  and  EmilUa. 


Def.  Be  thou  alTurM,  good  Caffio^  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behal£ 

Em,  Good  Madam  do^  I  know  it  grieves  my  Husband^ 
As  if  the  cafe  were  his. 

Def.  O  that's     honeft  fellow:  do  not  doubt,  C^tjfto^ 

But  I  will  have  my  Lord  and  you  again. 
As  friendly  as  yoii  were. 

Caf,  Bounteous  Madam, 
What  ever  (hall  become  of  Michael  Cajjio'^ 
He*s  never  any  thing  but  your  true  fervant. 

Def,  O  Sir,  I  thank  you,  you  do  love  my  Lord  r 
You  have  known  him  long,  and  be  you  well  afliir'4» 
He  (hall  in  ftrangcit,  (band  no  ferther  off, 
Than  in  a  politick  dillance. 

Caf  1  but  Lady, 
That  policy  may  either  kft  fa  long, 
'Or  feed  upon  fucb  nice  and  waterifti  dieC,^ 
Or  breed  it  felf,  lb  out  of  circumftance. 
That  I  being  abfent,  and  my  place  fuppliedy 
My  General  will  forget  my  love  and  ferviec. 

Def  Do  not  doubt  that,  before  EmilliabetCf^ 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place  .-  adiire,  th^e,, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friend(hip,  Tie  perform  it 
To  the  laft  Article :  my  Lord  (hall  never  reft, 
Ele  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience 
His.  bed  (hall  feem  a  Sdiool,  his  boord  a  flirift,. 
He  intermingle  every  thing  he  does, 
With  Caffio' s  fuit ;  therefore  be  merry,  Ca/I^j^ 
Eor  thy  SoUciter  (hall  rather  die. 
Than  give,  thy  caufe  away. 

Enter  OtheUo^  Jago^  and  G^n^e»i. 

Enh  Madanij  here  corner  my  Lord.. 
Caf  Madam,  We  t^ke  rty  leave. 
Def  Nay  flay,  and  hear  mte  fpeak. 
Caf,  Madam  not  now,  Latn;very  ill  at  ca%. 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofe. 

Def  Well,,  do  your  dilcretion,..  EJSifiV  CaffiOr. 

Jag.  Ha,  I  like  not  that. 

0th.  W  hat  doft  thou  fay  ?        _  _ 

Jag,  Nothing,  my  Lord,  or  if,      >  Iki^w  not  what., 

Oth.  Was  not  that  Caffio  parted  froiii  my  Wife? 

Jag.  Caffio^  my  LQrd?^.    ■  j  no  ftre,^.  I  canaot  think  it. 


the  MoototV^h. 

Tltat  he  would  ftcal  away  fo  guilty-likc. 
Seeing  you  coming. 

Otk  I  do  believe  'twas  he' 

Def.  How  now,  my  Lord, 
I  have  been  talking  wich  a  Suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languilhcs  in  your  difpleafurc' 

Otb.  Who  is't  you  mean  ? 

Def.  Why,  your  Lieutenant  Cajfto^  good  my  Lord, 
If  1  have  any  grace  or  power  to  move  you. 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take : 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you. 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  hot  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honeft  face, 
I  prithee  call  him  back. 

OtK  Went  he  hence  now  ? 

Def.  Yes  faith,  fo  humbled. 
That  he  has  left  part  of  his  griefs  with  me. 
To  fuffer  with  him  :  good  Love  call  him  back. 

0th.  Not  now,  fwect  Dvfdemma^  fome  other  time. 

Def.  Butihairt  be  (hortly  ? 

0th.  The  fooner  fweet  for  you. 

Def  Shairt  be  to  night  at  Supper  ? 

0th.  No,  not  to  night. 

Def.  To  morrow  dinner  then  ? 

0th.  I  (hall  not  dine  ac  home, 
I  meet  the  Captains  at  the  Cittadel. 

Def  Why  then  to  morrow  night,  or  Tuefday  morn, 
On  Tuefday  morn,  or  night,  ci  Wednefday  morn^ 
I  prithee  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days  :  feith  he's  pcnitertt. 
And  yet  his  trefpafi  in  our  common  realbn, 
(Save  that  they  6y,  the  Wars  m aft  make  Examples, 
Out  of  her  beft)  is  not  almoft  a  fault,* 
To  incur  a  private  check  :  when  fliall  he  conje  ? 
Tell  me,  Othello  :  I  wonder  in  my  Soul 
What  you  could  ask  me,  that  I  ftiouid  deny  ? 
Or  ftand  fo  mammVing  on  ?  What  Mkhaei  Cajfto  ? 
That  came  a  wooing  with  yoti,  and  fo  many  a  time 
When  I  have  fpoke  of  you  difpraifingly^ 
Halh  ta*ne  youi  part,  to  have  fi>  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  :  Truft  me,  I  could  do  mnch,'^  ■ 

0th.  Prithee  no  more,  let  him  conitf  when  he  will, 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Def.  Why  this  is  not  a  boon, 
*Tis  as  I  fliould  intreat  you  wear  yovr  glovw : 
Or  feed  on  nouriQiing  diihes,  or  keep     '  ^-  '^^ 
Or  fuc  to  you,  to  do  a  peculiar  j)i  ofic 


To  your  own  perfbn  :  nay,  when  I  have  a  fuiti  .m 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed. 
It  /hall  be  full  of  poifc  and  difBcult  weight. 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

Otk  I  will  deny  thee  nothing, 
Whereon  I  do  befeech  thee  grant  ine  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  my  felf, 

Def,  Shall  I  deny  you?  no,  farewel  my  Lord. 

0th,  Farewel  my  Defdemona^  Vllcomt  to  th^e  Aroight, 

Def.  EmiUia^  come,  bp  it  as  your  fancies  teach. you.  . 
What-e're  you  be!  am  obedient-  '     ?        [fi^iunt'Dtt.  andim. 

0th.  Excellent  wretch,  perdition*  caicfr  my  foul,  ;  m     .  . 

But  1  do  love  thee,  and  v/hen  I  love  thee  not 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

Jag.  My  noble  Lord. 

0th,  What  doft  thou  fay,  Jago'^, 

Jag,  Did  Michael  Caffio  when  you  wooed  my  Lady, 
know  of  your  Love  ?  :  . 

Otk  He  did  from  firft  to  laft  :-w-^Why  doll  thou  ask  ? 

Jag.  But  for  a  facisfadlion  of  my  thought. 
No  further  harm. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  Jago} 

Jag,  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  her^ 

Oth,  O  yes,  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

Jag,  Indeed? 

Oth,  Indeed?  I  indeed,  difcern'It  thou,  ought  in  that? 
Is  he  not  honeft 

Jag,  Honeft,  my  Lord  ?  Otb.  Honeft  .-^  Ay,  honeft. 

Jag,  My  Lord,  for  ought  1  know. 
Oth.  What  doit  thou  think  ? 
Jag,  Think,  my  Lord? 

Oth,  Think,  my  Lord  ?  why  doll  thou  eccho  mc;,' 
As  if  there  were  fome  monfter  in  thy  thought, '  : 
Too  hideous  to  be  fhown?  Thou  dbft  mean  foracthing : 
I  heard  thee  fay  but  now,  thou  lik^lt  not  that  ? 
When  Caffio  left  my  wife  :  what  didft  not  like.? 
And  when  I  told  thee,  he  was  of  my  courifel, 
In  my  whole  courfe  of  wo(Mngy.th6u  criMIt^  indeed  i!/tioov; 
And  didft  contraS:,  and  purfe  thy  bro^  together^  ''f 
As  if  thou  then  hadft  fliut.up-iiDthy  brai«i;  .^".^  * 
Some  horrible  concdtrTf  .-lihotiKlofl:  love  mley 
Shew  me  thy  thought  -  -       1..'    :  r. 

Jag,  My  Lord  you  know  Move  you. 

Oth.  I  think  thou  doll. 
And  for  I  know,  thou  art  fuir^of  fovrandihoneftyi 
And  wcigheft  thy  words,  before  thou  giv^ft  breathy 
Tirerefore  thefc  ftops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more: 


the  ?f^oor  of  Venice, 

Fbr  fuch  things  in  a  falft  difloyal  Knave, 
Are  tricks  of  cuftome^  but  in  a  man  that's  juft. 
They  are  clofe  dilations,  working  from  the  heart, 
That  paflion  cannot  rule. 

Jag,  For  Michael  Cafjio^ 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honefl. 

Oth,  I  think  fo  too. 

Jag.  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feera. 
Or  thofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  feem  none. 

0th.  Certain,  men  Ihould  be  what  they  feem. 

Jag.  Why  then  I  think  Caffioh  an  honeft  man, 

Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this, 
I  prithee  fpeak  to  me,  as  to  thy  thinkings. 
As  thou  doft  ruminate,  and  give  thy  worll  of  thoughts, 
The  worfl:  of  words. 

Jag.  Good  my  Lord  pardon  me  : 
Though  I  am  bound  to  every  aft  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  flaves  are  free  to. 
Utter  my  thoughts :  Why»  fay -they  are  vile  and  falfc; 
As  Where's  that  Palace,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  r.  Who  has  a  breaft  fo  pure. 
But  fome  uncleanly  apprehenfions 
Keep  Leets  and  Law-days,  and  in  SelTion  fit 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

Oth.  Thou  doft  confpire.  againft  thy  friend,  Jago, 
If  thou  but  thinkeft  him  wrongM,  and  makeft  his  ear 
A  ftranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Jag.  I  do  befeech  you, 
.  Though  I  perchance  am  vicious  in  my  guefs, 
(As  I  confefs  it  is  my  natures  plague. 
To  fpy  into  abufes,  and  oft  my  jealoufie 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not :)  that  your  wifdom  yet. 
From  one  that  fo  impcrfedly  conceits. 
Would  take  no  notice,  nor  build  your  felf  a  trouble 
Out  of  my  fcattering  and  unfure  obfervance  ^ 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honefty,  or  wifdom,. 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 
Oth.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 
Jag.  Good  name  in  man  and  woman  (dear  my  Lord) 
Is  the  immediate  Jewel  of  our  Souls : 
Who  fteals  my  purfe^  fteals  trafti,  'tis  fomething,.  nothing, 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  flave  to  thoufands  : 
But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name , 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  inrichcs  him. 
And  makes  mc  poor  indeed. 
Otk  ni  know  thy  thoughts. 
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Jct^.  ^ovL  caRnot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand, 
Nor  ihall  not,  '^whillt 'tis  in  my  cuftody. 
Oth.  Ha?  , 

Jag.  Obtware  (my  Lord)  of  jealoufie  ; 
It  is  a  grecn-ey'd  Monfler,  vvhich  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.  That  Cuckold  lives  in  bli(s> 
Who  certain  of  his  late,  loves  not  his  wronger: 
.  But  oh,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  oVe, 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts,  fiifpeds,  yet  Ilrongly  loVes; 

Oth.  O  mifery. 

Ja^.  Poor  and  content  is  rich,  and  rich  enough. 
But  riches  fineicis  is  as  poor  as  winter. 
To  him  chat  ever  fears  he  (hall  be  poor : 
Good  Heaven,  the  Souls  of  all  my  Tribe  defend 
From'jcaloufie. 

Oth.  Why,  why  is  this? 
Think'll  thou  Pde  make  a  life  of  jealoufie  ? 
To  follow  ftill  the  changes  of  the  Moon 
With  frefh  fufpitions  ?  No,  •  to  be  once  in  doubt. 
Is  once  to  be  refolv*d :  exchange  me  for  a  Goat, 
When  I  (hall  turn  the  bufinefs  of  my  foul 
To  fuch  exufflicate,  and  blown  furmifes. 
Matching  thy  inference :  'tis  not  to  make  me  jealous, 
To  fay  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company. 
Is  free  of  fpeech,  lings,  plays,  and  dances  well; 
Where  virtue  is,  thefe  are  more  virtuous 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  m,erits  will  I  draw 
The  fmalleft  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt. 
For  flie  had  eyes,  and  chofe  me :  no,  Jago^ 
rie  fee  before  I  doubt,  when  I  doubt,  prove; 
And  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this. 
Away  at  once  with  love  and  jealoufie. 

Jag.  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  now  I  fhall  have  reafba 
To  ihew  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  fpirit :  therefore  as  I  am  bound. 
Receive  it  from  me:  I  fpeak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  tayour  wife,  obferve  her  well  with  Cafflo  ; 
Wear  yonr  eye  thus,  not  jealous,  nor  fecure, 
I  would  not  have  yo«r  free  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  felf  bounty  be  abus*d,  look  too't: 
I  know  our  Country  difpoCtion  well. 
In  Venice  they  do  let  Heaven  fee  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  (hew  their  husbands:  their  bcft  confcitAcc 
Is  not  to  leave't  undone,  but  keep't  unknown. 
Otb.  Doft  thou  fay  fo? 

Jag.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you: 
And  when  flie  feem'd  to  ftiake,  and  fear  your  looks, 
She  lov'd  them  molt. 
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Otk  And  fo  ffie  did. 

Ja£.  Why  go  tod  thcn^ 
She  that  fo  young,  could  give  out  fuch  a  feeming. 
To  feal  her  fathers  eyes  up,  clofeasOak, 
He  thought  'twas  witchcraft  j  but  l  am  much  to  blame  i 
I  humbly  do  befecch  you  of  your  pardon, 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth,  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

Jt^,  I  fee  this  hath  a  little  dafht  your  Spirits. 

O^ib..  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

Jag.  Trult  me,  I  fear  it  has. 
I  hope  you  will  confider  what  is  (poke. 
Gomes  from  my  love    but  I  do  fee  you  arc  mo?*d, 
tam  to  pray  you  not  to  ilrain  my  (peech 
To  grofler  ilTueSi  nor  to  larger  reach. 
Than  to  fufpicion; 

Otb.  I  will  not. 

Jag.  Should  you  do  fo,  my  Lord, 
My  fpeech  would  fall  into  fiich  vile  fuccefs. 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at:  Ca/Jio^s  my  worthy  friend. 
My  Lord,  I  fee  you  are  mov'd. 

Ofb.  No,  not  much  raov'd, 
lido  not  think  but  Defdemona^s  honeflr. 

Jag,  Long  live  (he  fo,,and  long  live  you  to  think  lb. 

0tk  And  yet  how  Nature  erring  from  it  felf      ■  ■  ■ 

Jag.  I,  there's  the  point :  as  tabe  bold  with  you. 
Not  to  affed  many  propofed  matches 
Of  her  own  dime,  complexion,  and  degree,  . 
Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things  Nature  tends  t  : 
fie  we  may  fmell  in  fuch  a  wiH  moft  rank, 
loul  difproportion,  thoughts  unnatural,. 

But  pardon  me:  1  do  not  in  pofition,  v 
Diftindly.fpeak  of  h^r,  tho'I  may  fear 
Her  will  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment. 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forms, . 
And  happily  repent. 

Otfc.'  Farew^l,  if  more 
Thou  dofl:  perceive,  let  me  know  more,  fct  on  :^ 
Thy  Wife  to  obferve.-  leave  me,  Jago. 

Jag.  My  Lordy  I  take  my  leave. 

Otb.  Why  did  I  marry  ?  This  honeft  creature  ddnbtlefs 
Sees,  and  knows  more,  much  more  thaahe  unfolds, 

Ja^  My  Lord,  I  would  I  might  intreat  your  honour^ 
To  fcan  tliis  thing  no  farther,  leave  it  to  time, 
And  though 'tis  fit  that  Ca^o  have  his  place, 
(for  furc  I  c  fills  it  up  with  great  ability,) 
Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  hold  him  oiFa  while, 
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Yon  (hall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means ; 
Note  if  your  l^dy  ftraia  her  cntcrtainmcnC, 
With  any  flrong  or  vehement  importumcy. 
Much  will  be  feen  in  that,  in  the  mean  time. 
Let  me  be  tliought  too  bufie  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  caufe  I  have,  to  fear  I  am  :) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  bcfeech  your  honour. 
0th.  Fear  not  my  government. 

Jag,  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  LExit, 

Oth,  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honefly. 
And  knows  all  quantities  with  a  learned  fpirit 
O  humane  dealings:  If  I  do  prove  her  haggard, 
Tho'  that  her  Jeiles  were  my  dear  heart  firings, 
rd  vvhiftlc  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind. 
To  prey  at  fortune.    Happily,  for  I  am  blacl^. 
And  have  notthofe  fofc  parts  of  converfation. 
That  Chamberers  have,  or  for  I  am  declined 
Into  the  vale  of  years,  yet  that's  not  much, 
She's  gone,  I  am  abus'd,  and  my  relief 
xMuIl  be  to  loath  her  :  O  curfe  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  creatures  ours, 
And  not  their  appetites :  I  had  rather  be  a  Toad, 
And  live  upon  the  vapor  in  a  dungeon. 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  a  thing  1  love. 
For  others  ufes :  yet  'tis  the  pbgue  of  great  ones, 
Prerogativ'd  are  they  lefs  than  the  bafe, 
'Tis  delliny  iinfhunnable,  like  death  :  ^ 
Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us. 
When  we  do  quicken  :  Defdemana  comes. 
If  ihe  be  falfc,  O  then  Heaven  mocks  it  fclf. 
Pic  not  believe  it. 

Enter  Defdemona  and  Emillia. 

Def,  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  ? 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  Iflander 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  prefence. 

Oth,  I  am  to  blame. 

Dcf.  Why  is  your  fpeech  fo  faint  ?  are  you  not  well  ? 

Oth,  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead,  here. 

Dtf  Why  that's  v/ith  watching,  'twill  away  again  ; 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

O^h.  Your  Napkin  is  too  little : 
Let  ir  alone,  come  I'll  go  in  with  you.  . 

Dcf,  1  am  very  foiry  that  you  are  not' well. 

Em,  I  am  glud  I  have  found  this  Napkfn,  Exit  Oth  and  DcII 

Jhis 


the  Moot  of  Fenice. 

This  was  her  Rrft  remembrance  from  the  Moor, 

My  way-ward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 

Wooed  me  to  Ileal  it,  but  fhe  fo  loves  the  token, 

For  he  conjur'd  her  flie  fhould  ever  keep  it, 

That  flie  refcrves  it  evermore  about  her. 

To  kifs  and  talk  too  :  Fie  ha'  the  work  ta'ne  out, 

And  give't  y^^o  :  what  he'll  do  with  it. 

Heaven  knows,  not  I, 

I  nothing,  but  to  pleafe  his  fantafie. 

Jag,  How  now,  what  do  you  here  alone  ? 

Em.  Do  not  you  chide,  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

Jag,  A  thing  for  me  !  it  i^ a  common  thing—— 

Em,  Ha? 

Jag,  To  have  a  foolifh  wife*  - 

Em.  O,  is  that  all  ?  What  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  fame  handkerchief  ? 

Jag.  What  handkerchief  ?. 

Em.  What  handkerchief!  • 
Why  that  the  Moor  firft  gave  to  Defdemona^ 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  fteal. 

Jag.  Haft  ftole  it  from  her  ? 

Em.  No  faith,  Ihe  let  it  drop  by  negligence. 
And  to  the  advantage,  I  being  there  took  it  up. 
Look  here  it  is. 

Jag,  A  good  Wench,  give  it  me. 

Em,  What  will  you  do  with  it, 
That  you  have  been  fo  earneft  to  have  me  filch  it 

Jag,  Why  what's  that  to  you  I 

Em.  If't  be  not  for  fome  purpofe  of  import. 
Give  me't  again,  poor  Lady,  Ihe'll  inin  mad 
When  (he  fhaii  lack  it. 

Jag.  Be  not  you  acknown  on't,  I  have  ufe  for  it : 
I  will  in  Caj[io\  lodging  lofe  this  Napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it :  Trifles  light  as  Air 
'Are  to  the  jealous  confirmations  ftrong 
As  proofs  of  holy  Writ,  this  may  do  fomething : 
The  Moor  already  ^changes  with  my  poifon. 
Dangerous  conceits  are  in  their  natures  poifons. 
Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  iuai^d  to  diltaft  ; 
But  with  a  little  aft  upon  the  blood. 
Burn  like  the  Mines  of  Sulphur :  I  did  fay  fo  : 
Look  where  he  comes,  not  Poj^py,  nor  Mandragora 
Nor  all  the  droulie  fyrops  of '^Ikj^^voi  IJ, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  fwuoc  flecp. 
Which  thou  owedit  ycfterday,  r 

0th.  Ha,  ha,  falfe  to  me  f 

Jag,  Why,  how  now  General?  noinovro.^ 
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Oth.  Avant,  be  gone,  thou  haft  fet  me  on  the  rack, 
I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd, 
Than  but  to  know't  a  little. 
Jag,  Kow  now,  my  Lord  ? 
O'h,  What  fence  had  I  of  her  ftoln  hours  of  luft ; 
I  faw't  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me,. 
4  (Icpc  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry  % 
1  found  not  CaJJid's  kifles  on  her  lips. 
He  that  is  rob'i,  not  wanting  what  is  ftoln. 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  rob'd  at  all. 
Jag,  I  am  forry  to  hear  this. 
Oth,  I  had  been  happy  if  the  general  Camp, 
Pyoneers  and  all,  had  tafted  her  fweet  body. 
So  I  had  nothing  known  :  O  now  for  ever 
Farewel  the  tranquile  mind,  farewel  content ; 
Farewel  the  plumed  Troop,  and  the  big  Wars, 
That  makes  ambition  Virtue  :  O  farewel, 
Farewel  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  flirill  Trump, 
The  fpirit-ftirring  Drum,  the  ear-piercing  Fife, 
The  royal  Banner,  and  all  quality, 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumftance  of  glorious  War. 
And  O  ye  mortal  Enignes,  whofe  wide  throats, 
^  The  immortal  Jovs^s  great  clamors  counterfeit : 
"  Farewel,  OtbeUo's  Occupation's  gone. 
Jag.  Is't  poffible,  my  Lord  ? 
Oth.  Villain,  be  fure  thou  prove  my  Love  a  whore. 
Be  fure  of  it,  give  me  the  ocular  proof. 
Or  by  the  worth  of  my  eternal  Soul, 
Thou  hadft  better  have  been  born  a  dog^ 
Than  anfwer  my  wakM  wrath. 
Jag,  h\  come  to  this  ? 

Oth.  Make  me  to  fee't,  or  at  the  leaft  fo  prove  it, 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop. 
To  hang  a  doubt  on :  or  woe  upon  thy  life. 

Jag.  My  noble  Lord. 

Oth.  If  thou  doft  flander  her,  and  torture  me,. 
Never  pray  more,  abandon  all  remorfe  : 
On  horrors  head,  horrors  accumulate : 
Do  deeds  to  make  Heaven  weep,  all  Earth  ama^'d. 
For  nothing  canft  thou  to  damnation  add  greater  than  that, . 

jag.  O  grace,  O  Heaven  defend  me. 
Arc  you  a  man,  have  you  a  foul  or  fenfe  ? 

God  buy  you,  take  my  Office^  -O  wretched  fool, 

That  liveft  to  make  thy  honefty  a  vice  : 

C  monftrous  world  take  note  ^  take  note,  O  worlds . 

To  be  dired  and  honeft  is  not  fafe, 

)  thank  you  for  this  profit,  and  from  hence 


Pie  love  no  friend,  fince  love  breeds  fuch  offence, 

Oth,  Nay  ftay,  thou  fliouldft  be  honcft. 

Jag.  I  ftiould  be  wife,  for  honefty^s  a  fool. 
And  lofes  that  it  works  for. 

Oth.  By  the  world, 
I  think  my  wife  be  honefl:,  and,  think  (he  is  not ; 
I  think  that  thou  art  jufb,  and  think  thou  at-t  not  j 
rie  have  fome  proof:  iier  name  that  was  as  frefli 
As  Dians  vifage,  is  now  begrim'd,  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.*  if  there  be  cords  or  knives, 
Poyfon,  or  fire,  or  fuffocating  ftreams. 
Pie  not  endure  it  .•  would  I  were  fatisfied, 

Jag.  I  fee  Sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  paflion, 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  ^ou  y 
You  would  be  faisfied. 

Oth.  Would !  nay,  I  will. 

Jag.  And  may;  but  how,  how  fatisfied,  my  Lord? 
Would  you  the  fupervifion  grofly  gape  on. 
Behold  her  topt  ? 

Oth.  Death  and  damnation —oh. 

^ag.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty  I  think 
To  bring 'em  to  that  profpeft,  damn 'em  then. 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  did  fee  them  boulfter 
More  than  their  own    what  then,  how  then  ? 
What  lhall  I  fay  ?  where's  fatisfadtion  ? 
It  is  impoffible  you  ftiould  fee  this. 
Were  they  as  prime  as  Goats,  as  hot  as  Munkies, 
As  fait  as  Wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  grofi 
As  ignorance  made  drunk   but  yet  I  fay. 
If  imputation  and  ftrong  circumftances, 
Whjch  lead  direftly  to  the  door  of  truth. 
Will  give  you  fatisfaftion,  you  may  ha't. 

Oth.  Give  rac  a  living  reafon,  that  Ihe's  dofloyaL 

Jag.  I  do  not  like  the  Office, 
But  fith  I  am  enter*d  into  this  caufe  fo  far, 
Prickt  to't  by  foolifh  honefty  and  love, 
I  will  go  on  :  I  lay  with  Caffio  lately. 
And  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth,  I  could  not  Ilecp, 
There  are  a  kind  of  men  fo  loofe  of  foul. 
That  in  their  fleep  will  mutter  their  affairs. 
One  of  this  kind  is  Caffio: 
In  fleep  I  heard  him  fay,  Sweet  Defdemona^ 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves; 
And  then,  Sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  ray  hand, 
Cry  out  fweet  creature,  and  then  kifs  me  hard, 
As  if  he  pluckt  up  kilFes  by  the  roots. 
That  grew  upon  my  lips,  then  layM  his  leg 
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Over  my  iliigli,  and  fighM,  and  kifled>  and  then 
Cryed,  curfed  fate,  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor. 

Oth,  O  monflrous  monftrous. 

J:ig.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

Or/;.  But  this  denoted  a  foregon  conclufion^ 
Tis  a  (hrevvd  doubt,  tho'it  be  but  a  dream. 

Jag.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs 
That  do  demonitrate  thinly. 

Otb.  rie  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 
,  7^^'  Nay,  but  be  wife,  yet  \v€  fee  nothing  done, 
She  may  be  honell:  yet:  tell  me  but  this,. 
Have  you  not  fometimesfeen  a  handkerchief, 
Spotted  with  ftrawberries  in  your  Wife's  hand? 

O^b.  I  gave  her  fuch  a  one,  'twas  my  fii*ft  gift. 

y  ^.  I  know  not  that,  but  fuch  a  handkerchief, 
1  am  fure  it  was  your  Wife's,  did  I  to  day 
See  CaJJio  wipe  his  beard  v;itK. 

O;/;.  If'Lbethat. 

Ja^^  Ifitbethat,  or  any,  it  washers,. 
I:  fpeaks  againfc  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

0:h.  O  that  the  flave  had  forty  thoufand  lives, 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge: 
Now  i  do  fee 'tis  true,  look  here,  Ja^o^ 

-il  my  fond  love,  thus  do  I  blow  to  Heaven,"       >'tis  gone. 
Arife  black  vengeance  from  thy  hollov/  Cell, 
Yicl:!  up  O  love  thy  Crown,  and  hearted  Throne, 
To  tyrannous  hate,  f.vell  bofom  with  thy  fraught,. 

For  'tis  of  Afpicks  tongues.  ZHe  Imels, 

y<ig.  Pray  be  content. 
Otb.  .OTblood,  Jago,  blood. 

Ja^,  Patience,  i  fay,  your  mind  perhaps  may  chang;^^ 

Otb,  Never,  Jcigo, 
'Like  to  the  Pc«J/c^  Sea, 
Wiiofe  icy  current  and  compulfive  courjfe,. 
-  Nc'rc  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on^ 
To  the  Prop::-2tick  and  the  Hellefpnt: 
Even  fo  my  bloody  thoughts,  with. violent  pace,. 
Shall  ncVe  lock  back,  nc're  ebb  fo  humble  love. 
Tin  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up.    Now  by  ydtid  marble  Heaven, 
in  the  due  reverence  of  a  facred  vow, 
i  here  en'Tage  my  words, 

yag.  Do  not  rife  yet::    ^  .  kriecls., 

V/itnefs  rJie  ever-burning  lights  above^ 
You  Elements  that  clip  us  round  about  5 
VVitnefs  that  here,  J^i^o  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  fcand,  heart, 

To 
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the  Moor  of  Venice. 

To  wrong'd  Otbelld*s  fervice :  let  him  command, 
And  to  obey,  (hall  be  in  me  remorfe, 
What  bloody  work  fo  ever. 

0th.  I  greet  thy  lovQ^ 
Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous, 
And  will  upon  the  inftant  put  thee  to't, 
Withki  thefe  three  days,  let  me  hear  thee  lay 
That  Caffid^s  not  alive. 

Jag.  My  friend  is  dead  : 
'Tis  done  as  you.  requefl,  but  let  her  live. 

0th.  Damn  her  lewd  minks :  O  damn  her. 
Come,  go  with  me  apart,  I  will  withdraw. 
To  furnifn  me  with  fome  fwift  means  of  death. 
For  the  fair  devil :  .now  art  thou  my  Lieutenant. 

Ja^.  I  am  your  own  for  ever. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Emillia,  and  the  Clown. 

Def.  Do  you  know,  Sirra,  where  the  lieutenant  Caffio  lies  ? 
Clo.  I  dare  not  fay  he  lies  any  where. 
Def.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo.  He  is  a      '        and  for  (Jne  to  fay  a  Souldier  lies,  is  Ilabbing% 

2>e/.  Go  too.  vViivi  c  lodges  Ij^;  .  . 

Clo.  To  tell  you  where  he  ir>dges.  is  to  tell'^ou  where  I  lie. 

JDcf.  Can  any  thing  be  made  c' 
,  Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  loc,  .  ,  ..ad  tor  me  to  devifc^  lodging,  and 
fay  he  lies  there,  were  to  lye  in  mine  own  throat. 

Def.  Can  you  enquire  him  out,  and  be  edified  by  report  ? 

Clo.  I  will  catcchife   '  e    orld  for  him,  that  is,  make  queftions,  and  by 
them  .anfwer. 

Def.  Seek  liim,  bid  "  him  come  hither^  tell  him;  I  have  mov?d  my  Lord  in 
his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well  ^ 

Clo.  To  do  this,  is  within  the  compdfs  of  man's  wit,  and  therefore  Tic 
attempt  the  doing  of  it.  lExit. 

DeJ.  Wherefhouldl  lofethat  handivcrciuef  EmlU'ta'i 

Em.  I  know  not.  Madam. 

Def  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  lofe  my  purfe 
Fail  of  Crufadoes :  and  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafcncft. 
As  jealous  creatures  ace,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Em.  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Def  Who,  he  ?  I  think  the  Sun  where  he  was  born. 
Drew  all  fuch  humors  from  him.  {^Enter  Gthcllo.  i 

£w.  Look  where  he  comes.  I 

Def.  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  m 
Till  Caffw  be  calfd  to  him:  how  is  ir.  with  you,  my  Lord  ?  ' 

0th.  Well,  my  good  Lady :  O  hardncfs  to  diUcmblc : 

Ho 


45 


{^Exeunt. 


4^;  OTHELLO, 

How  do  yoo,  Defdemcnn  ? 
Def  Well,  niy  good  Lord.  ^ 

Or/?.  Give  me  your  band,  this  hand  is  moifl:,  my  Lady. 
Tkf,  It  yet  has  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  forrow. 
Orh.  This  argues  fruitfuinefs  and  liberal  heart. 
Hot,  hot,  and  moift,  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequefter  from  liberty  :  fading  and  praying, 
Much  caftigation,  exercifc  devout  : 
For  here's  a  young  and  fvveating  devil  here. 
That  commonly  rebels  :  'tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

D^f.  You  may  indeed  fay  fb. 
For *c was  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

0th.  A  liberal  hand,  the  hearts  of  old  gave  hands. 
But  our  new  heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 
Def,  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this  ^  come  now  your  promifc. 
0th,  What  proroife,  chuck? 
J)f/.  I  have  fent  to  bid  CaJJio  come  fpeak  with  you. 
0th,  I  have  a  falc  and  fullen  rhume  offends  me. 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 
Def.  Here,  my  Lord; 
0th,  That  which  I  gave  you. 
Def,  I  have  it  not  about  me. 
0th.  Not. 

Def,  No  indeed,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  That's  a  fault.-  that  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  Mother  give. 
She  was  a  Charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
.  The  thoughts  of  people;  fhe  told  her  whilll  (he  kept  it, 
'T would  make  her  amiable,  and  fubdue  ray  father 
Intirely  to  her  love:  But  if  Ihe  loft  it. 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  ray  fathers  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  fpirit  fhonld  hunt 
After  new  fancies :  She  dying  gave  it  me, 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive. 
To  give  it  her ;  I  did  fo,  and  take  heed  on't. 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye. 
To  lofe,  or  give'c  away,  were  fuch  perdition, 
As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 
Def  h'cpoffible? 

Oth,  'Tis  true,  there's  magick  in  the  web  of  it, 
A  Sybel  that  had  numbred  in  the  world. 
The  Sun  to  courfe  two  handi  ed  compalles. 
In  her  prophetick  fury,  fowed  the  work  / 
The  worms  were  hiilowed  that  did  breed  the  filk. 
And  it  was  died  in  Mummy,  which  the  skilful 
Conferve  of  xMaideas  hearts. 
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9ef.  Indeed,  is't  true  ? 
Oth.  Moft  veritable,  therefore  look  to'twcll. 
jyef.  Then  would  to  God  that  I  had  never  feen  it. 
Oth.  Ha,  wherefore  ? 

Def.  Why  do  you  fpeak  lb  ftartingly  and  rafh  ? 
Oth.  Is'tloft?  is'tgone?  fpeak,  is'coutoW  way  ? 
JDef.  Blefs  us. 
Oth.  Say  you. 

Def.  It  is  not  lofi-^  but  what  and  if  it  were? 
Oth.  Ha. 

Def.  I  fay  it  is  not  loft. 

Oth.  Fetch't,  let  me  fee  it. 

Def.  Why  fo  I  can,  Sir,  but  I  will  not  now, 
This  is  a  trick,  to  put  me  from  my  fuit, 
I  pray  let  Caffio  be  received  again. 

Oth.  Fetch  me  that  handkerchief,  my  mind  milgives. 

Def.  Come,  come,  you'l  never  meet  a  more  fufficient 

Oth.  The  handkerchief, 

Def  A  man,  that  all  his  time 
Hatli  founded  his  good  fortunes  oa  your  love, 
Shar'd  dangers  with  you. 

Oth.  The  handkerchief. 
.  Def.  In  footh  you  are  to  blame. 

Oth.  Away* 

Em.  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Def  I  nc're  faw  this  before  : 
Sure  there's  fome  wonder  in  this  handkerchief, 
fc  am  moft  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it. 

Enter  Jago  Caflio,- 

Bm.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  fliews  us  a  man. 
They  are  all  but  ftomachs,  and  we  all  but  fooi; 
They  eat  as  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  fiili 
They  belch  us  j  look  you,  CaJJio  and  my  husband. 

Jag.  There  is  no  other  way,  'tis  fhe  muft  do  it, 
Andlo  the  happinefs,  go,  and  importune  her. 

Def.  How  now,  good  Caffio^  what's  the  news  with  you 

Caf.  Madam,  my  former  fuit :  I  do  befeech  you, 
That  by  your  vertuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exift,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love. 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart, 
Intirely  honour,  I  would  not  be  delayed : 
If  ray  offence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind. 
That  not  my  fervice  paft  nor  prefent  forrows. 
Nor  purpos'd  n^rit  in  futurity^ 
Can  ranfoov  me  into  Iits  love  again. 
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^Lit  to  know  fo,  mufc  be  my  benefit, 

(hail  I  cloath  me  in  a  forcM  content. 
And  fhut  my  felf  up  in  fome  -other  courfe, 
To  forciines  almd^. 

JDef.  Alas,  thrice  gentle  CaJTio^ 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  *, 
My  Lord  is  not  mf  Lord,  nor  fhould  I  know  him. 
Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humor  alrer'd  : 
So  help  me,  every  fpirit  fanclified, 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  beflr. 
And  flood  within  the  blank  of  his  difpreafure. 
For  my  free  fpeech  you  mufl:  a  while  be  patient, 
Wha^;  I  can  do  I  will,  and  more  I  will, 
Than  for  my  felf  I  dare,  let  that  fuffice  you. 

Jag.  Is  my  Lord  angry  ? 

Em.  He  went  hence  but  now. 
And  certainly  in^llrange  finquietnefs. 

J^jg.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  feen  the  Cannon, 
Wiicn  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air  : 
And  like  the  devil  from  his  very  arm, 
Fiifi  his  own  brother,  and  can  he  be  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment  then  :  I  will  go  meet  him, 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Dcf.  I  prithee  do  fo  :  fomcthing  fure  of  State, 
Either  from  renice.,  or  fome  unhatcht  practice,' 
Made  demonllrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him. 
Math  pudled  his  clear  fpirit,  and  in  fuch  cafes, 
Mens  natures  wrangle  with  inferiour  things, 
Tho'  great  ones  are  the  Objeft, 
'Tis  even  fo  j  fur  let  our  finger  ake. 
And  it  endues  our  other  healthful  members. 
Even  to  that  fenfe  of  pain  j  nay,  we  mult  think, 
Men  are  not  Gods,  >     .  -  • 

Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  obfervances 
As  fits  the  Bridal :  befhrew  me  much  £w////^i, 
I  was  (unhandfom.e  warrier  as  I  am) 
Arraigning  his  unkindnefs  with  my  foul ; 
But  now  I  find,  I  had  flibborn'dthe  witnefs, 
And  he's  indited  fahly. 

Em.  Pray  heaven  it  be  State-matters  as  yon  think, 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy 
Concerning  you. 

Jjij.  Alas  the  day,  I  never  gave  him  caufrj  - 

Em.  But  jealous  lonls  will  not  be  anf.vered  to, 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  caufe.  "jrr. 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous :   'tis  a  monfti^r^ 
Begot  upon  ic  felf,  bora  on  it  felf. 


D^/.  Heaven  keep  that  Monfter  from  Othello's  mind.* 
Em.  Lady,  Amen. 

Def.  I  will  go  feek  him,  Ca/Jio  walk  here  about^ 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  Tie  move  your  fuit,  ZExeunt  Defd, 

And  feek  to  efFea  it  to  my  nttermoft.  and  Emilia. 

Caf.  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladifhip.  \^Entcr  Bianca. 

Bian.  Save  you,  friend  Cajfw. 

Caf,  What  make  you  from  home? 
How  is  it  with  you,  my  moft  fair  Bianca'i 
Indeed,  fwyt  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  houfb. 

Bia.  Ana  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cafw ; 
What  keep  a  week  away.*^  feven  days  and  nights, 
Eightfcore  eight  hours,  and  lovers  abfent  hours. 
More  tedious  than  the  dial,  eightfcore  times, 

0  weary  reckoning  / 

Caf.  Pardon  me,  Bianca^ 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  preft; 
But  I  fliall  in  a  more  continuate  time. 

Strike  off  this  fcore  of  abfence.-  fweet  Bianca^ 
Tke  me  this  work  out.  • 

£ia.  Oh  CaJJio^  whence  came  this  ? 
This  is  fome  token  from  a  newer  friend  : 
To  the  felt  abfence,  now  I  feci  a  caufe, 
Is*£  come  to  this  ?  well,  welL 

Caf.  Go  to,  woman. 
Throw  your  vile  guefles  In  the  Devil's  teeth. 
From  whence  you  have  them,  you  are  jealous  nowj 
That  this  is  from  fomeiMiftrefs,  lome  remembrance.* 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bia.  Why,  whofe  is  it  ? 

Caf.  I  know  not,  fweet,  I  found  ft  in  my  chamber, 
I  like  the  work  well,  eVe  it  be  demanded^ 
As  like  enough  it  will,  Fde  have  it  copied. 
Take  it  and  do't,  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bia.  Leave  you,  wherefore.^ 

Caf.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  General, 
And  think  It  no  addition,  nor  my  wilb, 
To  have  him  fee  me  womatfd. 

Bia.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Caf  Not  that  I  love  you  not 

Bia.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me :  . .! 

I  pray  you  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  fay,  if  I  (hall  fee  you  foon  at  night. 

Caf.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  yon. 
For  I  attend  here,  but  Pie  fee  you  foon. 

Bia.  Tis  very  good,  I  mult  be  circumftancU  ^  iFMant. 

H  WM 


OrUELLO, 


Adus  Quartus,  Scoena  prima. 


Oth,  An  unauthorizM  kifs. 
Jag,  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed, 
An  hour,  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

Otb,  Naked  abed  Jago^  and  not  mean  harm  ? 
It  is  hypocrifie  againft  the  deviK- 
They  that  mean  virtuoufly,  and  yet  do  fb. 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heaven. 

Jag,  So  they  do  nothing,  *tis  a  venial  flip, 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief. 
Or/;. .What  then? 

Jag.  Why  then 'cis  hers,  my  Lord,  and  being,  hers^ 
She  may,  I  think,  beftow't  on  any  man. 

0th;  She  is  protedtrefs  of  her  honour  too. 
May  Ihe  give  that  ? 

Jag,  Her  honour  is  an  efTence  that's  not  feen,' 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not: 
But  for  the  handkerchief- 

Otk  By  heaven  I  would  moll  gladly  have  forgot  it : 
Thou  faidft  (O  it  comes  o'rc  my  memory,  " 
As  doth  the  Raven  oVe  the  infedted  houfe, 
Boding  to  all)  he  had  my  handkerchief. 

Jag.  What  of  that  ? 

Otb.  That's  notfo  good  now. 

Jag,  What  if  I  had  faid  I  had  feen  him  do  you  wrong? 
Or  heard  him  fay,  (as  knaves  be  fuch  abroad, 
Who  having  by  their  own  importunate  fuit. 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  fome  Miftrefs, 
Conjured,  or  fupplied  them,  cannot  chufe, 
But  they  muft  blab.) 

Oik  Hath  he  faid  any  thing  ? 

Jag,  He  hath,  my  Lord,  but  be  you  well  alTurM, 
No  more  than  he^il  unfwear. 

0th.  What  hath  he  faid? 


E^ter  Jago  md  Othello. 


Jag.  Why  that  he  did' 
Otb.  What? 


Oth.  With? 

Jagi  With  her,  on  her,  what  you  will. 

Oth,  Lie  with  her,  lie  on  her?  We  fay  lie  on  her,  when  they  bely  her ;  lye 
^vith  her,  that's  fiilfome,  handkerchiefs,  confefiion,  handkerchiefs :  to  confeis, 
and  be  hangM  for  his  labour,  firfi  to  be  hang'd,  and  then  to  confefs  ^  I  tremble 
at  it:  Nature  would  not  inveft  her  felf  in  fuchfliadowingpaflion,  without  fome 
inftruftion :  It  is  not  Words  that  fhakes  rae  thus,  (pilh)  nofes,  ears,  lips :  Is'c 
poffible?  confefs?  handkerchief?  O  devil.  iFallsin  atrance. 

Jag,  Work  on  my  medicine,  work :  thus  credulous  fools  are  caught,  and 
many  worthy  and  chafte  !2)ames,  even  thus  (all  guiltlefs)  meet  reproach ;  What 
ho,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  I  fay,  0^k//o,— — how  now  Ca/po'i 

Enter  Caflio. 

Caf.  Whrii?s  the  matter? 

Jag.  My  Lord  is  fallen  into  an  Epilepfy, 
This  is  hk  fecond  fit,  he  had  one  yefterday. 

Cafs  Rub  him  about  the^temples. 

Jog.  No,  forbear. 
The  Lethargy  mull  have  his  quiet  courfe. 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth,  and  by  and  by  ^ 
/Breaks  out  to  favage  raadnefs :  look,  he  ftirs : 
Do  you  withdraw  your  felf  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  ftraighf,  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occafion  fpeafc  with  you. 
How  is  it  General,  have  you  not  hurt  your  head  ? 

0^^.  Dolt  thou  mock  me?  ^ExkCsfCio. 

Jag.  I  mock  you,  no  by  heaven, 
Would  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a  man^ 

Oth.  A  horned  man's  a  monfter,  and  a  beaft. 

Jag.  There's  many  a  beall  then  in  a  populous  Oty^ 
And  many  a  civil  monfter 

Oth.  Did  he  confefs? 

Jag.  Good  Sir  be  a  man. 
Think  every  bearded  fellow,  that's  but  yoak'd. 
May  draw  with  you,  there's  millions  now  alive. 
That  nightly  lye  in  thofe  improper  beds. 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar:  your  cafe  is  better: 
O  'tis  the  fpite  of  hell,  the  fiends  arch  mock. 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  Couch, 
And  to  fuppofe  her  chafte:  No,  let  me  know. 
And  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  Ihc  fliall  be* 

Otk  O  thou  art  wife,  'tis  certain. 

Jag.  Stand  you  a  while  apart, 
Confine  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  lift, 
Whilft  you  were  here  o'rewhelmed  with  your  grief, 
(A  palUon  molt  unfitting  fuch  a  man,) 
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Cafflo  came  hither,  I  fhifted  him  away. 
And  laid  good  fcufe  upon  your  extafie  y 
Bad  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me, 
^  The  which  he  promis'd  :  But  incave  your  felf, 
'  And  mark  the  jcars,  the  gibes,  and  notable  fcorns^  ^ 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face  ^ 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew. 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  has,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife  -: 
I  fay,  but  mark  his  Gefture,  marry  patience. 
Or  I  fliall  fay,  you  are  all  in  all  in  fpleen,. 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

0th.  Doft  thou  hear,  Ja^Oj 
I  will  be  found  mofl:  cunning  in  my  patience. 
But  doft  thou  hear,  mofl:  bloody. 

Jn^.  That^s  not  amifs : 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all :  will  you  withdraw  ? 
Now  will  I  ^ueftion  Cafflo  of  Bianca  ^ 
A  hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  delires. 
Buys  her  felf  bread  and  cloaths  :  it  is  a  creature. 
That  dotes  on  Caffio  ^  as 'tis  the  (trumpets  plaguic 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguii'd  by  one  : 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excefs  of  laughter :  here  he  comes  r 
As  he  ihall  fmile  Othello  fhall  go  mad. 
And  his  unbookifh  )ealoufie  mult  confter 
Poor  Cafflo's  Cniles,  geftures,  and  light  behaviour, 
Quite  in  the  wrong  :  How  do  you  now.  Lieutenant  ? 

Caf.  The  worfer  that  you  give  me  the  addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me. 

Ja^.  ?ly  Defdemona  well,  and  you  are  fure  ont. 
Now,  if  this  fuit  lay  in  Bi unco's  power. 
How  quickly  fliould  you  fpeed. 

Caf,  Alas  poor  Caitif! 

0th.  Look  how  he  laughs  already. 

ya^.  I  never  knew 'a  woman  love  man  fo." 

Caf.  Alas  poor  rogue,  I  think  indeed  Ihe  loves  me^ 

Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 

Ja^,  Do  you  hear,  Caffio  ? 

Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him  to  tell  it  on  ^ 
Go  to,  well  faid. 

Jag.  She  gives  it  out  that  you  lhall  marry  her. 
Do  you  intend  it  ? 

■Caf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  Do  you  triumph  Roman,  do  yon  triumph? 
Caf.  I  marry  her?  What?  a  Cuftomer^ 
I  prithee  bear  fome  charity  to  my  Wit, 
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Do  not  think  it  fo  unwholefbme  :  ha,  ha,  ha. 
0th.  So,  fo,  fo,  fo,  they  laugh  that  win. 
yag.  Why,  the  cry  goes  that  you  fliall  marry  her. 
Caf.  Prethee  fay  true. 
Ja^.  I  am  a  very  villain  elfe. 
0th.  Ha  you  fcoar'd  me  ?  well. 

Caf.  This  is  the  monkies  own  giving  ou^  \  {he  is  perfwadcd  I  will  .marry 
her  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promife. 
Oth.  yago  beckons  me,  now  he  begins  the  ftory. 

Caf.  She  was  here  even  now,  fhe  haunts  me  in  every  place,  I  was  tothcr 
day  talking  on  the  Sea  bank  with  certain  Fenetians^  and  thither  comes  this  bau- 
ble, falls  me  thus  about  my  neck. 

Oth.  Crying,  O  dear  CaJJto^  as  it  were    Jbis  gefture  imports  it. 

Caf  So  hangs  and  joUs,  and  weeps  upon  me  ^  fo  halls  and  pulls  me,  ha ^  h.i,  ha. 

Oth.  Now  he  tells  how  (he  pluckt  him  to  my  Chamber 
I  fee  that  nofe  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I  lhall  throw't  to, 

Caf.  Well,  I  mufl:  leave  her  company  :  ^Ettter  Bianca* 

Before  me,  look  where  fhe  comes, 

Tis  fuch'  another  Fitchew  ^  marry  a  perftm'd  one :  What  do  you  mean  by  this 
haunting  of  me  ? 

Bian.  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you :  what  did  you  mean  by  that  fame  . 
handkerchief  you  gave  me  even  now  ?  I  was  a  fine  fool  to  take  it  ^  I  mull  take 
out  the  work,  a  likely  piece  of  work,  that  you  fhould  find  it  in  your  chamber,  . 
and  not  know  who  left  it  there :  this  is  fome  minxes  toker!,  and  I  mufi:  take^ 
out  the  work;  there,  give  it  the  hobby -horfe;  wherefoever  you  had  it,  Tie 
take  out  no  work  on't. 

Caf.  How  now,  my  fweet  Btanc^^  how  now,  how  now  ? 

Oth.  By  heaven  that  fhould  be  my  handkerchief. 

Bian.  An  you'll  come  to  fupper  to  night,  you  may,  an  you  will  not,  come 
when  you  are  next  prepared  fer.  (^Exit. 

Jag.  After  her,  after  her. 

Caf  I  mufl:,  fhe'l  railiW flreet elfe. 

Jag.  You  fup  there. 

Caf  Yes,  1  intend  fo. 

Jag.  Well.   I  may  chance  to  fee  you,  for  I  would  very  faia  fpeak  with 
you. 

Caf.  Prethee  come,  will  you  ? 


Oth.  How  fhall  I  murder  him^  Jago  ? 
Jag.  Did  you  perceive,  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice  ? 
Oth.  O  Jago  ? 

Jag.  AnddiJyoufee  the  handkerchief? 

Oth.  Was  that  mine  ? 
1  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing  >  a  fine  woman,  a  fair  woman ^  a  fwcet 
woman. 

Jag.  Nay,  you  mcft  forget  that. 

Oth.  And  let  her  roC  and  perifh,  and  be  clamn'J  to  night,  for  flic  fliall  not 


{_Exit  Caflio, 
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live  :  no,  my  heart  is  turnM  to  a  ftone  ^  I  ftrike  jf,  and  it  hurts  my  hand :  O 
the  world  has  not  a  fwecter  creature,  (he  might  lie  by-an  Emperor's  fide,  and 
command  him  tasks. 

Jag.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way,  . .  -  . 

Oth.  Hang  her,  I  do  not  fay  what  fhe  is:  So  delicate  with  her  needle,  an 
admirable  Mufician  ^  O  flic  will  fing  the?  favagenefs  out  of  a  Bpar^  of  fo.  high 
and  plenteous  wit  and  invention.  * 

Jag,  Siie's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 

Otb,  A  thoufand  thoufand  times ;  and  then  of  fo^gentle  a  condition.  .  . 
Jag.  1,  too  gentle.  .  . 

0th.  Nay  that's  certain,  but  yet  the  pity  of  it,  Jago-,  oh  the  pity. 
Jag.  if  you  be  fo  fond  over  her  iniquity^  give  her  patent  to  offend,  for  if 
it  couches  not  you,  it  comes  near  no  body. 
Otb.  I  will  chop  her  in  mefies- — cuckold  me  ! 
Jag.  O,  'tis  foul  in  her. 
Otb.  With  mine  Officer. 
Jag.  That's  fouler. 

Otb.  Get  me/ome  poifon,  this  night  Vie  not.  expoftulate  with  her, 

left  her  body  and  beauty  unprovide  my  mind  agen,  this  ni^ht,  Jago. 

Jag.  Doitnotwithpoyfon,  ftrangle  her  in  her  bed,  even  the  bed  fhe  hath 
contaminated. 

Otb.  Good,  good,  the  juftice  of  it  pleafes,  very  good.  ,v; 
Jag.  And  for  Cajfwj  let  me  be  his  undertaj^er :  you  fliall  hear  more  by 
midnight.  -  ZATrumpet. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Defdemona,  and  Attendants. 

Otb.  Excellent  good: 
What  Trumpet  is  that  fame? 

Jag.  Something  from  Fenke  fure ,  'tis  Lodoviid 
Come  from  the  Duke,  and  fee,  your  wife  is  with  him. 

Lod.  Save  you,  worthy  General. 

Otb.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Lod,  The  Duke  and  Senators  of  Fenice  greet  you, 

Otb.  I  kifs  the  inftrument  of  their  pleafures. 

Def,  And  what's  the  news,  good  Coufen  L^<^<?wo? 

Jag.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you.  Seignior  :  ■■■  :  '  ■ 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod.  I  thank  you,  how  does  Lieutenant  Cajfto'i 

Jag.  Lives,  Sir. 

Def.  Coufen,  there's  fallen  between  him  and  m.y  Lord 
An  unkind  breach,  but  you  fliall  make  all  welU 

Otb.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

JDef.  My  Lord."  .  ; 

Otb.  This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will — 

L''d.  He  did  not  call,  he's  tufiein  the  paper : 
Is  there  Diyilion  'twixt  my  Lord  mafi^^JJio  .^- 

Jbef.  ^ 
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DeJ.  A  moft  unhappy  one,  I  would  do  much 
To  attone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Ca^w. 

0th.  Fire  and  Brimftone. 

Def.  My  Lord. 

Oth.  Are  you  wife? 

Def.  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  May  be  the  Letter  movM  him; 
For  as  I  think  they  do  command  him  home. 
Deputing  CalJio  in  his  Government, 

Def.  Trufl  me,  I  am  glad  on*t. 

Oth.  Indeed. 

l>ef.  My  Lord. 

Oth.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad, 

'  JDef.  How,  fwtQt  Othello  1 

Oth.  Devil. 

JDeJ^  I  have  not  deferv'd  this. 

Lod.  My  Lord,  this  would  not  be  believM  in  Venice^ 
Tho'  I  Ihould  fwear  I  faw't :  'tis  very  much, 
Make  her  amends,  (he  weeps. 

Oth.  O  Devil,  Devil; 
If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  womens  tears^, 
Each  drop  flie  falls  would  prove  a  Crocodile  : 
Out  of  my  fight. 

Df/.  I  will  not  ftay  to  offend  you. 

Lod.  Truly  an  obedient  Lady  i 
I  do  befeech  your  Lordfliip  call  her  back. 

Oth.  Miftrefs. 

DeJ.  My  Lord. 

Oth.  What  would  you  with  her.  Sir? 
Lod.  Who  I,  my  Lord? 

Oth.  I,  you  did  wifh  that  I  would  make  "her  turn ; 
Sir  (he  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on. 
And  turn  again,  and  fhe  can  weep.  Sir,  weep*, 
And  fhe's  obedient,  as  you  fay  obedient. 
Very  obedient,  proceed  you  in  your  tears. 
Qoncerning  this.  Sir :  O  well  painted  paflion : 

I  am  commanded  home.*  get  you  away, 

rie  fend  for  you  anon:  Sir,  1  obey  the  Mandate, 

And  will  return  to  rew/cc.-—— hence,  avant, 

Gajfio  ftiallhavemy  place;  and.  Sir,  tonight 

I  do  intreat  thac  ^ve  may  fup  together. 

You  are  welcome,  Sir,  to  C>pr«j,— .goats  and  monkies. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor,  whom  our  full  Senate 
Call  all  in  all  fufficient?  This  the  noble  nature. 
Whom  pafTion  could  not  fh  ike?  Whofe  folid  vertue 
The  (hoc  of  accident,  i'        r  of  chance 
Could  neither  graze  n  j? 
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y.^g.  He  is  iii\3ch  changed.  ^ 

LoJ.  Are  his  wits  fafc  ^  is  he  not  light  of  brain? 

Jag.  He^s  that  he  is^  I  may  not  breath  my  cenfurc, 
What  he  might  be,  if  what  he  might  be  he  is  not, 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were. 

Lod.  What,  ftrike  his  Wife  ! 

Jag.  Faith  that  was  not  fo  well;  yet  would  I  knew 
That  ftroak  would  prove  the  worfl. 

Lod,  Is  it  his  ufe  ? 
Or  did  the  Leaers  work  upon  his  blood. 
And  new  create  this  fault  ? 

Jag.  Alas,  alas : 
It  is  not  honefty  in  me  to  fpcak 
What  I  have  feegi  and  known  ^  you  fnall  obfervc. 
And  his  own  courfes  will  denote  him  fo. 
That  I  may  favc  my  fpeech :  do  but  go  after  bim, 
And  raarK:  how  he  continues. 

Lod.  I  am  forry  that  I  am  deceivM  m  him.  Z^X4Wff, 

Enter  Othello  andEmiiiiJL 


Oi'o,  You  havefeen  nothing  then. 
Em.  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  fufped. 
Otb.  Yes,  and  you  have  fcen  Cajjjo  and  fhe  together. 
Em.  But  then  I  faw  no  barm,  and  then  I  heard 
Each  fyllable  that  breath  made  up  between 'em. 
Otb.  What,  did  they  never  whifper  f 
Em.  Never,  my  Lord. 
0th.  Nor  fend  you  out  o'ch'  way  ? 
Em.  Never. 

Otb.  T6  fetch  her  Fan,  her  Mask,  her  Gloves,  nor  nothing  ? 
Em.  Never,  mv  Lord. 
Otb.  That's  ftrange. 

Em.  I  durft,  my  Lord,  -to  wager  Ihe  is  honeft. 
Lay  down  my  foul  at  Hake :  if  you  think  otlier. 

Remove  your  thought,  it  doth  abufe  your  bofom,  • 

If  any  wretch  ha^  put  this  in  your  head. 

Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  Serpents  curfe. 

For  if  Ihc  be  not  honeft,  chaftc,  and  true. 

There's  no  man  happy,  the  pnrell  of  their  wifes. 

Is  foul  as  (lander.  l£xit  EmiQia* 

Orb.  Bid  her  come  hither,  go. 
She  fays  enough,  yet  flie's  a  fimple  Bawd, 
That  cannot  fay  as  much :  this  is  a  fubtle  Whore, 
A  clofet  lock  and  key,  of  villanous  fecrets. 
And  yet  Ihc'il  kneel  aad  pray,  I  ha' fcen  her  do't. 
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Enter  Defdemona,  and  Emillia, 

J)ef.  My  Lord^  what  is  yonr  will  ?  . 

Oth,  Pray  chuck  come  hither. 

Dsf.  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 

Oth,  Let  me  fee  your  eyes — -look  in  ray  face, 

Def.  What  horrible  fancy's  this  ? 

Oth.  Some  of  your  fundion  Miftrefi, 
Leave  procreants  alone,  snd  fliut  the  door, 
CofT,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come,  ,  ' 

Your  Miftrefs^  your  Miftrefs;  nay  difpatch. 

Def.  Upon  my  knees,  What  does  your  fpeech  import  ? 
I  underftand  a  fury  in  your  words, 
But  not  the  words. 

Oth.  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Def.  Your  wife,  my  Lord,  your  true  and  loyal  Wife. 

0^^.  Come,  fwearit,  damn  thy  felf. 
Left  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themfelves 
Should  fear  to  feize  thee,  therefore  be  double  damn'd  i 
Swear  thou  art  honefl:. 

Def  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

Oth.  Heaven  truly  knows,  that  thou  art  falfe  as  hell. 

Def.  To  whom,  my  Lord,  with  w'hom?  how  am  I  falfe? 

Oth.  ODefdemcyia^  away,  away,  away. 

Def.  Alas  the  heavy  day,  why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  occafion  of  thofe  tears,  my  Lord? 
If  haply  you  my  father  do  fufped, 
An  inftrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me ;  if  you  have  loft  him, 
Why  I  h^ve  loft  him  too. 

Oth.  Had  it  pkas'd  heaven 
To  try  me  with  ariiiaion,  had  he  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  fores,  and  fhames  on  my  bare  head, 
Steep'd  mc  in|bverty  to  the  very  lips. 
Given  to  captivity,  me  and  my  hopes, 
I  fliould  have  iound  in  forae  part  of  my  foul 
A  drop  of  patience ;  but  alas  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  for  the  time  of  fcorn. 

To  point  his  flow  unmoving  finger  at  oh,  oh. 

Vet  could  I  bear  that  too,  well,  very  well. 

But  there,  where  I  have  garnerM  up  my  heart. 

Where  either  I  mufl  live,  or  bear  no  life^^ 

The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  ffhs, 

Or  elfe  dries  up,  to  be  difcarded  th-^nce, 

Or  keep  it  as  a  Ccftern,  for  foul  Toads   >  . 

To  knot  and  gender  in  •  turi\  thy  complexion  thcre^ 

J  I'atientc 
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Patience  thy  young  and  rofe-lip'd  Cbcrubin, 
i  here  look  grim  as  hell. 
J)ef.  I  hope  my  noble  Lord  efleems  me  honefl:  ? 
Oth.  O  I,  as  fummers  flies  are  in  the  (hambles, 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing  : 
O  thou  black  weed^  why  art  fo  lovely  fair? 
Thou  fmeU'ft  fo  fweet,  that  the  fence  akes  at  the^ , 
Would  thou  hadll  neVe  been  born. 

Def.  Alas,  what  ignorant  fin  have  I  committed  ? 
Oth,  Was  this.fair  paper,  this  moft  goodly  bookj , 

Made  to  write  ^pon  ?  -What  committed  ? 

Committed:  Oh  thou  publick  Commoner  5  . 
I  fhould  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks. 
That  would  to  cicders  burn  up  modefty, 
Did  I  but  fpeak  thy  deeds :  what  committed  ? 
Heaven  flops  tjoQ  nofe  at  it,  and  the  Moon  winks  j 
The  baudy  wind  that  kifles  all  it  meets. 
Is  hufnt  witJiin  the  hollow  Mine  of  earth. 

And  will  not  hearY ;   ^ what  committed  '        impudent  llrurapet? 

Def,  By  heaven  you  do  me  wrong. 

Otk  Are  not  you  a  ftrumpet  / 

Def,  No,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  : 
If  to  preferve  this  vefTel  for  my  Lord, . 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch. 
Be  not  to  be  a  ftrumpet,  I  am  none. . 

Otb.  What,  not  a  whore  ? 

Df/.  No,  aslfliallbefaved. 

Oif?.  Is'tpoffible? 

Df/.  O  heaven  forgive  uSi 

Otk  I  cry  you  mercy  then, . 
I  took  you  for  the  cunning  whore  of  Fenics  \Enter  Emilliv 

That  married  with  Othello :  You  Miftrefs,  . 
That  have  the  office  oppofite  to  St.  Peter^ 
And  keeps  the  gates  in  hell^  you,  you,  I  you  v 
We  ha'done  our  courfe  :  there's  money  for  your  pains, 
I  pray  you  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  counceL  Z^xiK 

Em.  Alas,  what  does  this  Gentleman  conceive  : 
How  do  you,  Madam  ?  how  do  you,  my  good  Lady  / 

Def,  Faith  half  afleep. 

Mm.  Good  Madam,  what's^the  matter  with  my  Lord  ? 
Def  With  who? 

£m.  Why,  with  my  Lord,  Mad^m. 

Def  Who  is  thy  Lord  ? 

Em.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  t^ady. 

Def  I  ha' none,  do  not  talk  to  me  Em'tUia  l 
I  cannot  weep,  nor  anfwer  have  I  none, 
Sut  what.fhouid  go  by  water:  prethee  to  night 


Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding-fheets,  remember, 
And  call  thy  Husband  hither. 

Etn.  Here  is  a  change  indeed.  ,[^Exh. 

Def.  'Tis  meet  I  fhould  be  us'd  fo,  rery  meetj 
How  have  I  been  behavM,  that  he  might  ftick  ; 
The  fmairft  opinion  on  my  ieall  mifufe  ?  HEnter  Jago 

Jag,  What  is  your  Pleafure,  Madam  ?         '  andEVi^iilh, 
How  is*t  with  you  ? 

Def.  I  cannot  tell,  'thofe  that  do  teach  young  babes, 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  eafie  tasks ; 
He  might  ha'  chid  me  fo,  for  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Jag.  What  is  the  matter.  Lady  ? 

Em.  Alas,  y^^o,  my  Lord  hath  fo  bewhorM  her. 
Thrown  fuch  defpite  and  heavy  tearms  upon  her. 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Def.  Am  I  that  name,  Jago  } 

Jag.  What  name,  fair  Lady  ? 

P^/.  Such  as  £he  feys  my  Lord  did  fay  I  was. 

Em.  He  call'd  her  whore  *,  a  beggar  in  his  drink 
Could  not  have  laid  fuch  terms  upon  his  Callet. 

Jag.  Why  did  he  fo  ? 

Def.  I  do  not  know,  I  am  fure  I  am  none  fuch. 

Jag.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep  :  alas  the  day. 

Em.  Has  flie  forfook  fo  many  noble  matches. 
Her  Father,  and  her  Country,  and  her  Friends, 
To  be  calPd  whore  ?  would  it  not  make  one  weep? 
t  Def  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

Jag.  Beflirew  him  for  it :  how  comes  this  trick  upofl  him  ? 

Def  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

Em.  I  will  be  hang'd,  if  fome  eternal  villain. 
Some  bufie  and  inlinuating  rogue. 
Some  cogging,  coufening  flave,  to  get  fome  office. 
Have  not  devisM  this  flander.  Tie  be  hang'd  clfe. 

Jag.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  man,  it  is  impolTible. 

Def.  If  any  fuch  theie  are,  heaven  pardon  him. 

Em.  A  halter  pardon  him,  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones : 
Why  (hould  he  call  her  whore?  who  keeps  her  company  ? 
What  plac6,  what  time,  what  form,  what  likelihood  ? 
The  MooT^  abus'd  by  fome  mofl:  villanous  knav^^ 
Some  bafe  notorious  knave,  fome  fcurvy  fellow  i 
O  heaven,  that  fuch  companions  thou'dft  unfold. 
And  put  in  every  houefl  hand  a  whip. 
To  lafli  the  Rafcal  naked  through  the  world. 
Even  from  the  eaft  to  ttf  weft. 

Jag.  Speak  within  Uoors. 

Em*  O  fie  upon  him  j  fome  fuch  Squire  he  waSt 
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That  turn'd  your  wit,  the  feamy  fide  without. 
And  made  you  to  fufpcft  me  with  tlie  Moor. 

Jag,  You  are  a  fool,  go  to. 

Def,  O  good  Jcigo^^ 
What  fhall  I  do  to  win  my  Lord  again  ? 
Good  fi  iend  go  to  him,  for  by  this  light  of  heaven,. 
I  know  not  how  1  loft  him! 
Here  I  kneel: 

If  e're  my  will  did  trefpafs'gainft  his  love, 
Either  in  difcourfe,  or  thought,  or  aftual  deed, 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  fence, 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form  ^ 
Gr  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 
And  ever  will  (chough  he  do  fliake  me  off 
To  beggerly  divorcement^)  love  him  dearly : 
Comfort  forfwear  me  \  unkindnefs  may  do  much. 
And  his  unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  Life, 
But  never  taint  my  love,  I  cannot  fay  whore. 
It  doth  abhor  me,  now  I  fpeak  the  word. 
To  do  the  ad,  that  might  th'  addition  earn, 
Not  the  worlds  mafs  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

Jag,  I  pray  you'  be  content,  'tis  but  his  humour, 
TIk  bulinefs  of  the  State  does  him  offence, 
And  he  does  chide  with  youi. 

Dej,  If 'twere  no  other. 

Jag.  'Tis  but  fo,  I  warrant  you: 
Hark  how  thefe  inftruments  fummon  you  to  fupper. 
The  meat,  great  Melfcngers  of  Ftnke  ftay  ^ 

Go  in,  and  weep  not,  all  things  lhall  be  well.  l,Exh  womarK 

How  now,  Roderigo  ?  {^Enter  Roderigo. 

Rod,  I  do  not  find  that  thou  deal'ft  jufdy  with  me. 

Jag,  What  in  the  contrary  ? 

Rod,  Every  day  thou  doffeft  me  w4ch  fome  device,  Jago'^  and  rather  as  it 
icems  to  me  now,  keep'ft  from  me  all  conveniency,  than  fupplieft  me  with 
the  leaft  advantage  of  hope :  I  will  indeed  no  longer  endure  it,  nor  am  I  yet . 
perfvvaded  to  put  up  in  peace,  what  already  I  have  foolifhly  fufFered. 

Jag,  Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo 'i 

Rod,  Sir  I  have  heard  too  much. 
For  your  words  and  performance- 
Are  no  kin  together. 

Jag.  Y on  charge  me  moll  unjuftly. 

Rod.  With  nought  but  truth  :  I  have  wafted  my  felf  out  of  means;  the 
jewels  you  have  had  from  me,  to  deliver  to  Dejdemona,  would  half  have  cor- 
rupted a  v'otarift  :  you  have  told  me  fhe  iias  receivM'em,  and  returned  me 
expectation,  and  comforts  of  fudden  refpecb  and  acquaintance,  but  I  find 
none. 

Jag,  Wei^v  go  to,  v^y  w^lL 

Rod, 
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Rod.  Very  well,  go  to,  I  cannot  go  to  (man,)  nor  'tis  not  very  well  j  I  fay 
'tis  very  fcurvy,  and  begin  to  find  my  felf  fopt  in  it. 

Jag.  Very  well.    "  .  ^ 

Rod.  I  fay  it  is  not  very  well :  I  will  make  my  felf  known  to  Defdemona'^  if 
(he  will  return  me  my  Jewels,  I  will  give  over  my  fuit,  and  repent  my  un- 
lawful folicitation,  if  not,  alliire  your  felf,  Pie  feek  fatisfaftion  of  you. 

Jag.  You  have  faid  now. 

Rod.  I,  and  faid  nothing,  but  what  I  protefl:  intendment  of  doin^;. 

Jag.  Why  now  I  fee  there's  mettle  in  thee, and  even  from  this  inibnt,  do 
build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  than  ever  before ;  give  me  thy  hand,  Roderigo : 
Thou  haft  taken  againft  me  a  moft  juft  conception,  but  yet  I  proteft,  I  have 
dealt  moft  diredly  in  thy  affair. 

Rod.  It  hath  not  appeared. 

Jag.  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appear'd,  and  your  fufpicion  is  not  without 
wit  and  judgment:  But,  Roderigo^  if  thou  haft  that  within  thee  indeed,  which  I 
have  greater  reafon  to  believe  now,  than  ever,  I  mean,  purpofe,  courage,  and 
valour^  this  night  fnew  it  j  if  thou  the  next  night  following  enjoyefl:  not  De/- 
^demona^  take  me  from  this  world  with  treachery,  and  devife  engines  for  my  life. 

Rod.  Well,  is  it  within  reafon  and  compafs  .-^ 

Ja^.  Sir,  there  is  fpecial  Commiflion  come  from  rcnkcj 
To  depute  CaJBo  in  OtheUd*s  Place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true  ?  why  then  Othello  and  Defde?nom 
Return  again  to  Venice.  ^ 

Jag.  O  no,  he  goes  into  Mauritania^  and  takes  away  with  him 
The  fair  Defdemona,  unlefs  his  abode  be  lingered  ii. 
Here  by  fome  accident,  wherein  none  can  be  fo  deteftninate. 
As  the  removing  of  CaJJjo. 

Rod.  How  do  you  mean  removing  of  him  ? 

Jag.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Or/;f//o'f  place. 
Knocking  put  his  brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  do? 

Jag.  I,  and  if  you  dare  do  your  felf  a  profit  and  right:  he  fups^o  night 

with  a  harlotry,  and  thither  will  I  go  to  him   he  knows  not  yet  of  his 

honourable  fortune:  if  you  will  watch  his  going  thence,  which  I  will  fafliion 
to  fall  out  between  twelve  and  one,  you  may  take  him  at  your  pleafure:  I 
will  be  near  to  fecond  your  attempt,  and  he  fhall  fall'betwcen  us:  come,  ftand 
not  aInazM  at  it,  but  go  along  with  me,  I  willfhew  you  fuch  a  neccfiity  in  his 
death,  that  you  fliall  think  your  felf  bound  to  put  it  on  him.  Ic  is  now  high 
fuppertime,  and  the  night  giows  to  wafte:  about  it. 

Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reafon  for  this. 

Jag.  And  you  (hall  be  fatished.  ^ 


Enter  Othello,  Defdeflllfe,  Lodovico,  Emillia, 
Oitd  Attendants. 


Led*  I  do  befeech  you  Sir,  trouble  yoiir  felf  no  fuither. 
Otb.  O  pardon  me,  it  fliall  do  mc  good-io  walk. 
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Lotl.  Madam,  good  night,  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladyfliip. 
D{f,  Your  honour  is  mojl  welcome, 

Otk  Will  you  walk,  Sfr:^  O  Defdemona. 

Def,  My  Lord. 

Oth  Get  you  to  bed,  o'che  inllant  I  will  be  return'd,  forthwith^  difpatek 
your  Attendant  there."      -look  it  be  done.  J^Excimt, 
Def.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Lm,  How  does  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did. 

Dcf  He  fays  he  will  return  incontinent : 
He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bad  me  to  difmifs  you. 

Em.  Dilmifs  me  ? 

Def,  It  was  his  bidding,  therefore  good  EyniUki^ 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  mull  not  now  difpleafe  him. 

Em.  Would  you  had  never  fcen  him. 

Def  So  would  not  i,  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him. 
That  even  his  ftubbornnefs,  his  checks  and  frowns, 
(Prethee  unpin  me)  have  grace  and  favour  in  them. 

Em.  I  have  laid  thofe  Iheets  you  bad  me  on  the  bed. 

Def.  All's  one,  good  Father  ^  how  foolifn  are  our  miijds; 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prethee  fhroud  me 
In  one  of  thofe  fame  flieets. 

Em,  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Def  My  Mother  had  a  Maid  callM  Barbaryl 
She  v/as  in  love,  andrhe  fiie  lov'd  provM  mad. 
And  did  forfake  her  ^  Ihe  had  a  Song  of  willow. 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  expreft  her  fortune. 
And  (he  died  finging  it that  fong  to  night 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind : 
I  have  much  to  do 

But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  fide,  and  fing  it  Vkc  jpoor Carboy  pre- 
thee difpatch. 

Em.  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ? 

Def  No,  unpin  me  here. 
This  LodQv'ico  is  a  proper  man. 
A  very  handfom  man. 

Def  He  fpeaks  well. 

Em.  I  know  a  Lady  in  would  haYQ.waikU  barefooted  to  Paleftinc 

for  a  touch  of  his  neither  lip. 


7l)e  poor  foul  fatfighing  by  a  Jicamore  'tree^ 


DefdeqHi  fmgs. 


fing  aU  a  green  willow^ 
Her  band  on  her  hofom^  her  head  on  her  hat^ 
Jln^^  willow^  willow^  willow^ 
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jToe  fre/h  ftreams  ran  by  her^  and  murmur'* d  her  moans^ 

fing  vptUoxo^  mllow^  willow : 
Her  fait  tears  feUfrom  her^  which  foftned  the  Jlones] 

fing  willow^  &c.  (Laybythefe) 

vpiUow^  willow, 
(Prithee  hie  thee,  he'll  come  anon.) 
Sing  all  a  green  willow  muft  be  my  garland. 

Let  no  body  blame  him^  his  /corn  I  approve  .% 
(Nay,  that's  qotnext:  hark,  who's  that  knocks?^ 
Em.  'Tis  the  wind. 

Der.  i  calPd  my  love  falfe^  but  what  faid  he  then  ? 
fing  willow^  willowj  willow^ 
Jf  l  court  mo  women^  you'll  couch  with  mo  men. 
So,  get  thee  gone,  good  night,  mine  eyes  do  itch, 
Does  that  bode  weeing  ? 

Em.  'Tis  neither  here  nor  there; 

Def.  I  have  heard  it  faid  fo :  O  thefe  men,  thefe  men : 
Doft  thou  in  confcienc^think  (tell  me  EmilliaJ 
That  there  be  women  do  abufe  their  husbands 
Infuch  grofs kinds? 

Em.  There  be  fome  fuch,  no  queftion. 

Def.  Wouldft  thou  do  fuch  a  thing,  for  all  the  world  ? 

Em.  Why,  would  not  you  ? 

Def.  NS,  by  this  heavenly  light. 

Em.  Nor  I  neither,  by  this  heavenly  light, 
I  might  as  well  do  it  in  the  dark. 

Def  Wouldft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed,  for  all  the  world  ? 

Em.  The  world  is  a  huge  thing,  it  is  a  great  price 
For^a  fmall  vice.  • 

Def.  In  troth  I  think  thou  wouldft  not. 

Em.  In  troth  I  think  I  fhould,  and  undo't  when  I  had  done  it,  marry 
I  would  not  do  fuch  a  thing  for  a  joynt  ringy  or  for  meafures  of  Lawn,  nor 
for  Gowns,  Petticoats,  &ps,  nor  any  petty  exibition.-  but  for  the  whole 
world :  why  who  would  not  make  her  husband  a  Cuckold  to  make  him  a 
Monarch  ?  I  fhould  venture  purgatory  for  it. 

Def  Befhrcw  me,  if  I  would  do  fuch  wrong 
Fofthc  whole  world, 

Em.  Why^  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'th'  world;  and  having  the  world 
for  your  labour,  ^tis  a  wrong  in  your  own  world,  and  you  might  quickly  make 
it  right. 

Def  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 

Em.  Yes  a  dozen,  and  as  many  to  the  vantage,  as  would  ftore  the  world 
they  played  for  : 

But  1  do  think  it  is  their  husbands  faults. 

If  wifes  do  fall :  (fay  that  they  flack  their  duties^ 

Aud  pour  our  treafures  into  foreign  laps^ 
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Or  eirc  break  out  in  peevifh  jealoufies. 

Throwing  reftraint  upon  ns :  or  fay  they  [tvikc  us, 

Or  fcant  our  former  having  in  defpight,) 

Why  we  have  galls,  and  though  we  have  fome  grace. 

Yet  have  v^-e  fome  revenge:  Let  husbaitds  know 

Their  wives  have  fence  like  them  ^  they  fee,  and  fmcll, 

And  have  their  pallats  both  for  fweet  and  fowre. 

As  husbands  have  :  what  is  it  that  they  do, 

When  they  change  us  for  others  ?  is  it  fport  ? 

I  think  it  is  ^  and  doth  affedtion  breed  it  ? 

I  think  it  doth  ^  is'c  frailty  that  thus  ers  ? 

It  is  fo  too ;  and  have  not  we  afFeftions  ? 

Defires  for  fport  ?  and  frailty  as  men  have  ? 

Then  let'em  ufe  us  well,  elfe  let  'em  know, 

The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  inftruft  us  fo, 

Def,  Good  night,  good  night,  heaven  me  fuch  nfes  fend^ 
Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad,  but  by  bad  mend.  ZExcunt, 


Adus  Quintus,  Scoena  prima. 

Ef^ter  Jago  af2d  Roderigo. 

Jag.  TTEre  Hand  behind  this  bulk,  ftraight  will  he  come, 

XjL  Wear  thy  good  Rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home. 
Quick,  quick,  fear  nothing.  Tie  be  at  thy  elbow : 
It  makes  us,  or  it  marrs  us,  think  of  that, 
And  fix  more  firm  thy  refolution. 

Rod.  Be  near  at  hand,  I  may  mifcarry  in't. 
Ja£.  Here  at  thy  hand,  be  bold  and  take  thy  Hand. 
Rod,  I  have  no  great  devotioa  to  the  d^ed  ^ 
And  yet  he  iias  given  me  fatisfying  reafons ; 
'Tis  but  a  man  gone :  forth  my  fword,  he  dies. 

Ja^.  I  have  rubM  this  young  Quat  almoft  to  the  fenfe, 
And  he  grows  angry,  now,  vy^hether  he  kiU  Cajfw^ 
Or  CaJJiQ  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Every  way  makes  my  game^  .live  Rpderigo^ 
He  calls  me  to  a  rcltitution  lai^ge, 
For  Gold  and  jewels  that  I  bob'd  from  him, 
A5  gifts  to  Dejdmona  t 
It  muft  not  be ;  if  CaJJio  do  remain, 
He  ha^  a  dayly  beauty  in  his  life. 
That  mskeji  mt  ugly  j  and  belides  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him  ^  there  ftand  I  in  much  p 
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No,  he  muft  die,  be't  fo,  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  CaOio. 

Rod,  I  know  his  gate,  ^tis  he ;  villain  thou  dieft; 

Caf,  Thatthruft  had  been  my  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  know'ft  h 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

Rod.  O,  I  am  flain. 

Caf,  I  am  maim'd  for  ever,  light  ho,  murder. 

Enter  Othello. 

0th.  The  voice  of  Cajfto,  Jago  keeps  his  word, 

Rod.  O  Villain,  that  I*am. 

Otb.  Hark,  'tis  even  fo. 

Cap.  O  help,  ho,  light,  a  Surgeon. 

0th.  'Tis  lie,  O  brave  Jago^  honefl  and  juft. 
That  haft  fuch  noble  fenfe  ctf  thy  friends  wrong, 

Thou  teacheft  me ,  minion,  your  Dear  lies  dead. 

And  your  unbleft  fate  hies  j  ftrumpet  I  come  j 

Forth  of  my  heart,  thofe  charms,  thine  eye^  are  blotted, 

Thy  bed  luft-ftainM,  fliall  with  luft's  blood  be  fpotted.  {JExit. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gratiano. 

Caf.  What  ho,  no  watch,  no  paffage,'  murder,  murd«r. 

Gra.  'Tis  fomc  mifchance,  the  cry  is  very  direful. 

Caf  phelp.  Lod.  Hark, 

Rod.  O  wretched  villain. 

Lod.  Two  or  three  groans,  it  is  a  heavy  night , 
Thefe  may  be  couriterfeits,  let's  think't  unfafe . 
To  come  into  the  cry  without  more  help. 

Rod.  No  body  come,  then  fliall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Enter  Jago  with  a  Vght. 

Lod.  Hark. 

Cra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  fliirf,  with  lights  and  weapons. 

Jag.  Who's  there  ?  whofe  noife  is  this  that  cries  out  murder  ? 

Lod.  I  do  not.  know. 

Jag,  Did  not  you  hear  a  cry  ? 

Caf  Here,  hd^e,  for  heavens  fake  help  me. 

Jag,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Gra.  This  is  Othdloh  Ancient  as  I  take  it. ' 

Lod.  The  fame  indeed,  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

Jag.  What  arc  you  here  that  cry  fo  grievoufly  ? 

K  Caf 
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Caf,  Jago^  O  I  am  fpoiPd,  undone  by  villains. 

Give  ine  fome  help. 

Ja^.  Ome,  Lieutenant,  what  villains  have  done  this? 

Caf,  I  think  the  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Jag.  O  treacherous  villains : 
What  are  you  there?  come  in  and  give  fome  help. 

Rod.  O  help  me  here. 

Caf.  That's  one  of  'em. 

Jag.  O  murderous  flave,  O  villain.  ZT^^^fis  him  in, 

Eod,  O  damn'd  Jago^  O  inhuman  dog,— — —o,  0,  o. 

Jag.  Kill  men  i'th' dark?  where  be  thofe  bloody  thieves^ 
How  filent  is  this  Town?  Ho,  murder,  murder: 
What  may  you  be  ?  are  you  of  good  or  evil  ? 

Lod.  As  you  fhall  prove  us,  praife  us. 

Jag.  Seignior  Lodovico. 

Lod.  He,  Sir. 

Jag.  I  cry  you  mercy :  here*s  Cajto  hurt  by  villains.' 
Gra.  Calfto. 

Jag.  How  is  it  brother  ? 
Caf,  My  leg  is  cut  in 'two. 
Jag.  Marry  heaven  forbid  ? 
light  Gentlemen,  Pie  bind  it  with  my  fliirt. 

Enter  Bianca; 

Bia.  What  is  the  matter  ho,  who  is't  that  cried  ?' 
Jag,  Who  is't  that  cried  ? 

Bia.  O  my  dear  Cajfio^  O  my  Rveet  Cajfto^  CaJJlo^  Caffto, 
Jag.  O  notable  ftrumpet;  Cajfw^  mayyoufufped 
Who  they  fhould  be  that  thus  have  mangled  you  ? 
Caf  No.. 

Gra.  I  am  forry  to  find  you  thus,  I  have  been  to  feek  you/ 

Jag,  Lend  me  a  garter,  fo  ho  for  a  chair  to  bear  him  eafily  hence, 

Bia.  Alas  he  faints  ^  O  Cajp.d^  CaJJio^,  Cajfto. 

Jag.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  fufped  this  Trafh 
Tpbear  a  part  in  this  injury :  patience  a  while,  good  Cajfio :. 
Come,  come,  lend  me  a  light.* 
Know  we  this  face,  or  no? 
Alas  my  friend,  and  m.y  dear  country-man 
Rcderigo  ?  no,  yes  fure  ^  yes,  'tis  Roderigo. 

Gra.  What,  of  Feni eel 

Jag.  Even  he.  Sir,  did  you  know  him?. 

Gra,  Know  him?  L 

Jag.  Seignior  Gratiam^  I  cry  you  gentle  pardon  : 
Thc^-  '  ^oody  accidents  muft  excufe  my  manners.- 
That  fo  neglected  you. 


the  Moor  of  Venice.  6 7 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

Jag.  How  do  you,  C^>?  0,,a  chair,  a  chair. 

Gra.  Roderpgo}  ^. ,       ,  • 

He, 'tis  he:  O  that's  well  faid,  a  chair . • 
Some  good  pian  bear  him  caref^ly  from  hence 

rie  fetch  the  General's  Surgeon for  you,  Miftre^ 
Save  you  your  labour    he  that  lies  flam  here,  (.Caflto  } 
Was  ray  dear  friend^what  malice  was  betwixt  you? 

Car.  None  in  the  world,  nor  do  1  know  the  man.  ^ 

7^.  What,  look  you  pale?  O  bear  him  out  o  ch  air 
Stay  you  good  Gentlewoman,  look  you  pale,  MUtrels. 
Do  you  perceive  the  geftures  of  her  eye . 
Nay,  an  you  ftir,  we  ftiall  have  more  anon  ' 
Behold  her  well  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her. 
Do  you  fee  Gentlemen?  nay  guiltinefs 

Will  fpeak,  though  topgues  were  out  of  ufe,  ,    .    a  >  L^:^^^''  '^m^^- 

£m  S  what's  the  matter?  what's  the  matter,  husband  ? 

Jag.  Cajjio  has  been  fet  on  in  the  dark, 
By  RoderigOy  and  fellows  that  are  fcap't. 
He's  almoft  flain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

Em.  Alas  good  Gentleman,  alas  good  Cajjw. 

Jag.  This  is  the  fruit  of  .whoring prithee  EmtU^a 
Go  know  of  Cajfto  where  he  fupt  to  night. 
What,  do  you  fhake  at  that? 

Bia  He  fupt  at  my  houfe,  but  I  therefore  fhake  not. 

Jag.  O  did  he  fo,  I  charge  you  go  with  me. 

Em.  Fie  upon  thee,  ftrumpet. 

Bia.  I  am  no  ftrumpet,  but  of  life  as  honelt. 
As  you  that  abufe  me.  - 

Em.  As  I   now  fie  upon  thee. 

Jag.  Kind  Gentlemen,  let's  go  fee  poor  C^^o  dreft , 
Come  Miftrefs,  you  muft  tell's  another  tale. 
EmiUta,  run  you  to  the  Cittadel, 
And  tell  my  Lord  and  Lady  what  has  hapt : 

Will  you  go  on,  I  pray  this  is  the  night,  rr^cu^ 
That  either  makes  me,  or  foredoes  me  quite.  itxcum. 

Enter  Othello  with  a  light,  and  Defdemona  in  hsr  bed. 

0th.  It  is  the  caufe,  it  is  the  caufe,  my  foul, 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chaft  ftars : 
It  is  the  caufe,  yet  Tie  not  flied  her  blood. 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  fnow. 
And  fmooth  as  monumental  alablafter  y 
Yet  Ihe  muft  die,  elfe  (he'll  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  put  out  the  bght: 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  Minifter, 
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I  em  again  thy  former  light  rellore, 

Should  I  repent  me  ^  but  once  put  out  thine. 

Thou  cunningll  pattern  of  exceiling  nature, 

1  know  not  where  is  that  Promet'tan  heat 

That  can  thy  light  relumine ;  when  I  have  pluckt  the  rofe^ 

1  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again. 

It  muft  needs  wither  ^  Pie  fmell  it  on  the  tree ; 

A  balmy  breath,  that  does  almoft  perf/^ade 

Juftice  her  felf  to  break  her  fword ;  one  more  ^ 

Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee. 

And  love  thee  after:  one  more,  and  this  the  laft: 

So  fweet  was  ne're  fo  fatal:  I  muft  weep. 

But  they  are  cruel  tears  /  this  forrow's  heavenly, 

It  ftrikes  where  it  does  love:  fne  wakes. 

Def.  .Who's  there  ?  Othdlo ? 

Oth,  I,  Defdemona, 

JDef.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  Lord  ? 
Otk  Have  you  prayed  to  nighty  Defdemona  ? 
Bef.  L  my  Lord. 

0th,  Ix  you  bethink  your  felf  of  any  crime, 
UnreconciFd  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
Sallicite  for  it  llrait. 

Def.  Alas  my  Lord,  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

Otb,  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief,  I  will  walk  by, 
1  will  not  kill  thy  unprepared  fpirit. 
No,  heaven  forefend,  I  would  not  kill  thy  foul. 

Def.  Talk  you  of  killing  ? 

Otk  I,  I  do. 

JDef.  Then  heaven  have  mercy  on  me. 
Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart. 
Def.  If  you  fay  fo,  1  hope  you  will  not  kill  me, 
Oth.  Hum.' 

Def.  And  yet  1  fear  you,  for  y'are  fatal  then 
When  your  eyes  rowl  fo :  why  I  fhould  fear,  I  know  not. 
Since  guiltinefs  I  know  not,  but  yet  I  feel  I  fear. 

Oth.  Think  on  thy  fins. 

Def.  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

Oth.  And  for  that  thou  dieft. 

Def.  That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving  j 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  nether  lip : 
Some  bloody  paffion  fhakes  your  very  frame, 
Thefe  are  portents :  but  yet  I  hope 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  ftill. 
'    Def  I  will  fo,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Oth.  That  handkerchief  which  I  fo  lov'd  and  gave^hee 
Thou  gaveft  to  Cajfw.  "  * 


the  Moor  of  Vmce.        ^  £^ 


Def.  No,  fey  my  life  and  foul. 
Send  for  the  man,  and  ask  him. 

Oth.  Sweet  Soul  take  heed,  take  heed  of  perjury, 
Thou  art  on  thy  death-bed. 

Def,  I,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

OtL  Yes,,  prefently : 
Therefore  confefs  thee  freely  of  thy  Sin, 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choak  the  llrong  conception 
That  I  do  groan  withal :  thou  art  to  die. 

Def,  Then  Lord  have  mercy  on  me, 

Oth,  I  fay.  Amen. 

Def  And  have  you  mercy  too 

I  never  did  offend  you  in  my  life,  never  lov'd  CaJJio^ 

But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  heaven, 
As  I  might  love;  I  never  gave  him  token. 
Oth,  By  heaven  I  favf  my  handkerchief  in  his  hand  : 

0  perjured  woman,  thou  dolt  ftone  my  heart. 
And  mak'ft  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  facrifice  ^ 

1  faw  the  handkerchief. 
Def  He  found  it  then,  • 

I  never  gave  it  him,  fend  for  him  hither. 
Let  him  confefs  a  truth. 

Oth,  He  has  confeft. 

Def,  What,  my  Lord? 

Oth.  That  he  hath — — ufed  thee. 

Def  How,  unlawfully? 

Oth.  I. 

Def  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

Oth,  No,  his  mouth  is  ftoppM  ^ 
Honeft  Ja^o  hath  ta'ne  order  for't. 

Def,  My  fear  interprets  then,        what  is  h«  dead  ? 

Oth,  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives. 
My  great  revenge  had  ftomach  for  'em  all. 

Def  Alas  he  is  betrayed,  and  I  undone. 

Oth.  O  ftrumpet,  weepeft  thou  for  him  to  ray  face,! 

Def,  O  banilh  me  my  Lord  :  but  kill  me  not. 

Oih,  Down  ftrumpet. . 

Def  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night* 

Oth.  Nay  an  you  ftrive. 

Def  But  half  an  hour. 

Oth,  Being  done  there  is  no  paufe. 

Def  But  while  I  fay  one  prayer.  lie  Jlifles  her. 

Oth.  '  ris  too  late.  [Emillia  calif  within, 

Em.  My  Lord,  mybord,  what  ho,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  ? 
Otk  Wliat  voice  is  this  ?  nop  dead  ?  not  yet  quite  dead? 
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1  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful, 

1  wo'-ild  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain  fo. 

Em.  What  ho,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Otk  Who's  there? 

E>i7,  O  good  my  Lord,  Pde  fpeak  a  word  with  you, 

0th.  Yes,  'tis  Emillia^  by  and  by,  fhe's  dead.- 
*ris  like  llie  comes  to  fpeak  of  Cajjid*s  deaths 
The  noife  was  here*,  ho,  no  more  moving, 
Still  as  the  graven  fhall  fhe  come  in  ?  wer't  good? 
I  think  fhe  ftirs  again ;  no,  what's  the  befl:  ? 
If  Ihe  come  in,  fhe'U  fure  fpeak  to  my  wife. 
My  wife,  my  wife,  what  wife?  I  ha  no  wife.' 
Oinfopportable  \  O  heavy  hour  : 
Methinks  it  fliould  be  now  a  huge  Eclipfe 
Of  Sun  and  Moon,  and  that  the  affrighted  Globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

Em.  I  do  befeech  you  I  may  fpeak  with  you,— O  ^ood  m*y  Lord. 

Oth.  I  had  forgotten  thee.-  come  in  Emillia  : 
Soft,  by  and  by  ^  let  me  the  curtaias  draw.  Z^^^^^  Emillia, 

Where  art  thou  ?  what's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? 

Em.  O  my  good  Lord,  yonder's  foul  murders  done. 

Oth.  What?  now? 

Em.  But  now,  my  Lord. 

Oth.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  Moon, 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  fhe  was  wont. 
And  makes  men  mad. 

Em.  Cajfto^  my  Lord,  has  kill'd  a  young  Venetian^ 
Call'd  Roderigo. 

Oth.  Roderigo  kilPd,  and  CalTio  kill'd  ? 

Em.  No,  Cajfw^  is  not  kill'd. 

Oth.  Not  CaJ]io  kiiPd  ?  than  murther's  out  of  tune. 
And  fweet  revenge  grows  harfh. 

Dsf.  O  falfly,  falfly  murdered. 

£w.  Alas,  what  cry  is  that? 

Oih.  That,  what? 

Em.  Out  and  alas,  it  was  my  Ladle's  voice. 
Help,  help,  ho  help,  O  Lady  fpeak  again. 
Sweet  Defdemona^  O  fweet  Miftrefs,  fpeaJc. 

Dcf.  A  guiltlefs  death  I  die. 

Em.  O  who  has  done  this  deed  ? 

Def.  Nobody,  I  my  felf,  farewel? 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord,  O  farewel.  £she  dies, 

Oih.  Why  how  fnould  fhe  be  murdered  ? 

Em.  Alas,  who  knows  ? 

Oth.  You  heard  her  fay  her  felf,  it  was  not  I. 

Em.  She  faid  fo,  I  rauft  needs  report  a  truth.  ^ 

Oth,  She's  like  a  liar  gone  to  burning  hell. 


TwasI  thatkiird  her. 

Em,  O,  the  more  Angel  Ihe^ 
And  you  the  blacker  devil. 

0th.  She  turnM  to  folly,  and  (he  was  a  whore. 

Bm.  Thou  doft  belye  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

0th.  She  was  falfe  as  water. 

Em.  Thou  art  rafli  as  fire. 
To  fay  that  flie  was  falfe:  O  Ihe  was  heavenly  true. 

Oth.  Caffio  did  top  her,  ask  thy  husband  elfe, 

0  I  were  damnM  beneath  all  depth  in  hell. 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 
To  this  extremity,  thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

Em.  My  husband. 

Oth.  Thy  husband. 

Em.  That  fhe  was  falfe  to  wedlock  ? 

Oth.  I,  withCa/fw:  nay,  had  fhe  been  true. 
If  heaven  would  make  me  fuch  another  world^ 
Of  one  intire  and  perfed  Crifolite, 
Tde  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 
"  Em.  My  husband  ? 

Oth.  I,  'twas  he  that  told  me  firft 
An  honeft  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  flime 
That  fticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Em.  My  husband  ? 

Oth.  What  needs  this  iteration  ?  woman,  I  fay  thy  husband* 

En^:  OhMiftrefs,  villany  hath  made  mocks  with  love:  \\.  n*- 
My  husband  fay  that  fhe  was  falfe  ? 

Oth.  He  woman,  I  fay  thy  husband  ^  doft  underftand  the  word  ? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honeft,  honeft  j'a^o. 

Em.  If  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pernicious  foul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day :  he  lies  to  th'  heart. 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  moft  filthy  bargain.. 

Oth,  Ha? 

Em.  Do  thy  worft  ^ 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven. 

Than  thou  waft  worthy  her.  ^ 
Oth,  Peace,  you  were  beft. 

Em.  Thou  haft  not  Jialf  the  power  to  do  me  harm. 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt ;  O  gull,  O  dolt. 
As  ignorant  as  dirt^  thou  haft  done  a  deed— — 

1  care  not  for  thy  fword.  Pie  make  thee  know, 
Tho*  I  loft  twenty  lives :  help,  help,  O  help  : 
The  Moor  has  kill'd  my  Miftrefs,  murder,  murder. 

Enter  Montanio,  Gratiano,  Jago,  and  others. 

Mon.  What  is  the  nlStter  ?  how  now  General  ? 
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Em]  0,  are  you  come,  Jagol  you  have  done  wdV 
That  men  muft  lay  their  murder  on  your  neck. 

Gra,  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Em.  Difprovc  this  villain,  if  thou  be'ffc  a  mail , 
He  fays  thou  toldft  him  that  his  wife  was  falfe 
I  know  thou  didft  not,  thou  art  not  fuch  a  villain  *, 
Speak,  for  my  heart  i  sfull. 

Jag,  I  told  him  what  I  thought,  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 

Em.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  fhe  was  falfe  ? 

J^g,  I  did. 

Em,  You  told  a  lie  an  odious  damn'd  lie  \ 
Upon  my  foul  a  lie,  a  wicked  lie  \ 
She  falfe  with  C^fflo  \  did  you  fay  with  Cafflo'f 

Jag.  With  Cajfio^  Miftrefs^  goto,  charm  your  tongue. 

Em,  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue,  I  am  bound  to  fpeak 
My  Miflrefs  here  lies  murdered  in  her  bed. 

^11,  Oh  heaven  forefend. 

Em,  And  your  reports  have  fet  the  murder  on. 

Oth,  Nay,  ftare  not  Mailers,  is  is  true  indeed, 

Gra,  'Tis  a  ftrange  truth. 

Mon.  O  monftrous  aft  ! 

Em,  Villany,  villany,  villany; 
I  think  upon't,  I  think  1  fmell  a  villany ; 
I  thought  fo  then  ^  Tie  kill  my  felf  for  grief, 

0  villany,  villany. 

Jag,  What  are  you  mad?  I  charge  you  get  you  home. 

Em,  Good  Gentlemen  let  me  have  leave  to  fpeak  ^ 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now, 
PerhaDs,  Jago^  I  will  ne're  go  home. 

Oth,  Oh,  ho,  ho.  COth.  faBs  on  tkbe4. 

Em.  Nay,  lay  thee  down,  and  roar. 
For  thou  haft  kilfd  the  fweeteft  innocent 
That  e're  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth.  O  fhe  was  foul:         n.^  .  - 

1  fcarce  did  know  you  Uncle,  there  lies  your  Niece, 
Whofe  breath  indeed,  thefe  hands  have  newly  ftopt ; 
I  know  this  adt  fliews  temble  and  grim. 

6Y.  Poor  Defdemona^  I  am§lad  thy  father's  dead, 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
P  Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain :  did  he  live  now. 
This  fight  would  make  him  do  a  Sefperate  tuirn, 
Yea,  curfe  his  better  Apgel  from  his  fide, 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 

Oth.  'Tis  pittiful,  but  yet  Jago  know5. 
That  fhe  with  CaJJio^  had  the  aft  of  fhame 
A  thoufand  times  committed  j  C<i/??o  confeft  it: 

And 
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And  flie  did  gratifie  his  amorous  works. 
With  that  recognifance  and  pledge  of  love^ 
Which  I  firft  gave  her^  I  faw  it  in  his  hand, 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  Father  gave  my  Mother. 

Em.  O  heaven,  O  heavenly  powers. 

Jag,  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

Em.  Twill  out,  'twill  out:  I  hold  my  peace,  Sir,  uo, 
rie  be  in  fpeaking,  liberal  as  the  norths 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let'em  all, 
AD,  all,  cry  fliame  againfl:  me,  yet  I'le  fpeak. 

Jag.  Be  wife,  and  get  ypu  home. 

Em.  I  will  not. 

Cra.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  woman  f 

Em.  O  thou  dull  Moor,  that  handkerchief  thou  fpeak'fl:  on, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband : 
For  often  with  a  folemn  earneftnefs, 
(More  than  indeed  belonged  to  fuch  a  trifle,) 
He  beg'd  of  me  to  Ileal  it. 

Jag.  Villanous  whore. 

Em.  She  gave  it  CaJJiot  no,  alas !  I  found  it,  ' 
And  I  did  give't  my  husband. 
Jag.  Filth,  thoulieft. 

Em.  By  heaven  I  do  not,  I  do  not  Gentlemen, 
O  murderous  'Coxcomb  I  what  Ihould  fuch  a  fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  woman  .-^ 

The  Moor  runs  at  Jago.    Jago  hlls  his  wife. 

^  0th.  Are  there  no  ftones  in  heaven. 

But  what  ferves  for  the  thunder?  pernicious  villain. 

Gra.  The  woman  falls,  fure  he  has  killM  his  wife. 

Em.  I,  I,  O  lay  me  by  my  Miftrefs  fide.  Jago, 

Cra.  He's  gone,  but  his  wife's  kill'd. 

Mon.  'Tis  a  notorious  villain,  take  your  weapon. 
Which  I  have  here  recovered  from  the  Moor: 
Come,  guard  the  door  without,  let  him  not  pafs, 
But  kill  him  rather  ^  Tie  after  that  fame  villain, 

For  'tis  a  damned  flave.     ^  ^Exit  Mont,  and  Gratlano. 

Oth.  I  am  not  valiant  neither. 
But  every  puny  whipfter  gets  my  fword: 
But  why  (hould  honour  out-live  honelty  ? 
Let  it  go  all. 

Em.  What  did  thy  fong  bode.  Lady  ? 
Hark,  canit  thou  hear  me  ?  1  will  pl^y  the  Swan,  • 
And  die  in  miiiick:^  wiliow^  willow^  rpiliow^ 
Moor,  flie  waschaltc,  flic  lov'd  the  cniei  Moor, 

L  So 
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So  come  my  foul  to  blifs,  as  I  fpeak  true^ 
So  ipeaking  as  I  think,  I  die,  I  die. 

Otb.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber, 
It  is  a  Iword  of  Spain^  the  Ifebrooks  temper  : 

0  here  it  is*,  Uncle,  I  muft  come  forth. 

Gra,  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coft  thee  dear. 
Thou  haft  no  weapon,  and  perforce  muft  fufFer. 

0th.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  to^me, 
Or  naked  as  I  am,  I  will  afTault  thee. 

Gra,  What  is  the  matter? 

0th.  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon^ 
A  better  never  did  it  felf  fuftain 
Upon  a  Souldiers  thigh :  I  have  feen  the  day. 
That  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  fw6rd, 

1  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments. 
Than  twenty  times  your  ftop  ;  but  O  vain  boaft,. 
Who  can  controul  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  fo  now. 

Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  fee  me  w^eaponM  y  - 
Here  is  my  journies  end,  here  is  my  Butt, 
The  very  fea-mark  of  my  utmoft  fail. 
Do  you  go  back  difmaid  ?  'tis  a  loft  fear, 
Man  but  a  rulh  againft  Othdlo\  breaft. 
And  he  retires.    Where  fliould  Othello  go? 
How  doft  thou  look  now?  O  ili-ftar'd  wench. 
Pale  as  thy  fmock  ^  when  we  ftiall  meet  at  compt^ 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  foul  from  heaven. 
And  fiends  will  fnatch  at  it :  cold,  cold,  my  Girl, 
Even  like  thy  chaftity  r  O  curfed  fla-ve  : 
Whip  me  you  Devils, 
From  the  pofleflion  of  this  heavenly  fight. 
Blow  me  about  in  winds,  roaft  me  infulphur, 
Walh  me  in  fteep  down  gulphsof  liquid  fire, 
O  JDefdemom^  Defdemona'^  dead,  O,  o,  o. 


dies. 

CGra.  within. 


Enter  Lodovico,  Montanio,  and  Officers. 
Caffio  in  a  chair. 


Lod.  Where  is  this  rafh  and  moft  infortunate  man? 

Otll  That's  he  that  was  Othello^  here  I  am. 

JLod.  Where  is  that  Viper?  bring  the  villain  forth, 

Oth.  I  look  down  towards  his  feet,  but  that's  a  fable, 
If  that  thou  be'il  a  devil  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

Lod,  Wrench  his  fword  from  him. 

Jag.  I  bleed  Sir,  but  not  kill'd. 

Oth,  I  am  not  forry  neither,  Tde  have  thee  live, 
for  in  ray  fence  'tis  happinefs  to  die. 

Lod.  O  thou  Othello^  that  wert  once  To  good, 

Fain 


the  Moor  of  Venif^. 

Fain  in  the  praftice  of  a  damned  flave, 
What  fhould  be  faid  to  thee  ? 

Otk  Why,  any  thing.  ^ 
An  honourable  murderer  if  you  will ; 
For  nought  did  11  n  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 

Led.  This  wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  villany : 
Did  you  and  he  confent  in  CaJJio's  death  ? 

0th,  I. 

Caf.  Dear  General,  I  did  never  give  you  caufe. 

Otk  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  you  pardon  j 
Will  you  I  pray  demand  that  demy  devil. 
Why  he  hath  thus  infnarM  ray  foul  and  body  ? 

Ja^.  Demand  me  nothing,  what  you  know  you  know 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  fpeak  word. 

Lod,  What,  not  to  pray  ? 

Gra,  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

Otb,  Well,  thou  doll  belt. 

Lod,  Sir,  you  fhall  underftand  what  hath  befaln,  .  . 
Which,  as  1  think  you  know  not:  here  is  a  Letter 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  flain  Roderigo  \ 
And  here  another^  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cajfto^  to  be  undertook  by  Rodtngo. 

Otk  O  villain. 

Caf,  Moil  heathenifh,  and  molt  grofs. 

Lod,  Now  here's  another  difcontented  paper 
Found  in  his  pocket  too,  and  this  it  feems, 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  fent  this  damned  villain, , 
But  that  belike,  Jctgo  in  the  interim 
Came  in,  and  fatisfied  him. 

0th,  O  the  pernicious  catifF: 
How  came  you  Cajfio  by  a  handkerchief. 
That  was  my  wifes  ? 

Caf.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber  \ 
And  he  himfelf  confeft  it  but  even  now. 
That  there  he  dropt  it,  for  a  fpecial  purpofe, 
Which  wrought  to  his  defire. 

Oth,  O  fool,  fool,  fool. 

Cap,  There  is  befides  in  Roderigo^s  Letter, 
How  he  obraids  Jago^  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch,  whereon-  it  came 
That  I  was  caft;  and  even  but  now  he  fpake, 
After  long  feeming  dead,  Jago  hurt  him, 
Jago  fet  him  on. 

Lod.  You  mufl:  forfake  this  room,  and  go  with  us 
Your  power  and  your  camraand  is  taken  off. 
And  Cajfio  rules  in  Cyprus:  For  this  flave, 
1  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty, 


16  OTHELLO, 

That  can  torment  him  much,  and  bold  him  long. 
It  fliall  be  his:  You  lliall  clofc  prifoner  reft. 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  f^enctlan  State  ^  come  bring  him  away. 

Oih.  Soft  you,  a  word  or  two  before  you  go  ; 
I  have  done  the  State  fom*e  fervice,  and  they  know*t  / 
No  more  of  that :  I  pray  you  in  your  Letters, 
When  you  (hall  thefe  unlucky  deeds  relate. 
Speak  of  me  as  1  am  ^  nothing  extenuate. 
Nor  fet  down  ought  in  malice;  then  you  mufl:  fpcak. 
Of  one  thit  lovM  not  wifely,  but  too  well 
Of  one  not  eafily  jealous,  but  being  wrought, 

Perplext  in  the  extream.-  of  one  whofe  hand,.  v; 

Like  the  bafe  Indian^  threw  a  Pearl  away. 

Richer  than  all  his  Tribe ;  of  one  whofe  fubdued  eyes, 

Albeit  imufed  to  the  melting  mood. 

Drop  tears,  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  trees 

Their  medicinal  Gum;  fet  you  down  thisj 

And  fay  beiides,  that  in  Aleppo  once. 

Where  a  Malignant  and  a  Turhand  T uri^ 

Beat  a  Fenetian^  and  traduc'd  tffi  State  ^ 

I  took  by  th'  throat  the  circumcifed  dog,  ^ 

And  fmote  him  thus.  {^He  Jiahs  himfelf, 

Lod.  O  bloody  period. 

Gra.  All  that's  fpoke  is  mar'd. 

Oth.  I  kifl  thee  e're  I  kilPd  thee,  no  way  but  this, 
Killing  my  felf,  to  die  upon  a  kifs.  {.He  difs^ 

Caf.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  weapon. 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  O  Spartan  dog. 
More  fell  than  anguilh,  hunger,  or  the  Sea,  \ 
Look  on  the  tragick  lodging  of  this  bed. 
This  is  thy  work ;  the  objeft  poifons  fight. 
Let  it  be  hid :  Gratiano^  keep  the  houfe, 
And  feize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  fucceed  to  you:  To  you  Lord  Governour 
Remains  the  fenfure  of  this  heiUni  villain. 
The  time,  the  place,  the -torture  j  O  enforce  it, 
My  felf  will  ftraight  aboard,  and  to  the  State, 

This  heavy  aft,  vnth  heavy  heart  relate.  lExmt  omneh 
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